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POETRY



I was asleep
And my friend cut my hair.
I didn’t know why,
I thought it was unfair.

Then I thought about it; 
Before the golden sun arose.
I got her back and I admit,
Her hair looked gross.

We talked about it the next morning;
And decided to call a truce.
Everything was going to be fine,
Except for our scissor misuse.

I had never been in love 
It seemed too time consuming
Too permanent for me,
A girl who never liked routine 

We stopped speaking to each other 
For a number of different reasons
Many days had past
As did years and all of the seasons

I grew to know you so scarcely
Yet, somehow
In a moment of blurred thought
Attach to you so easily whales

I almost thought we would end 
up being a constant
In each other’s lives 
Of that now, I’m not so sure

I know now
Without you, I can survive 
Even if the world threatens dangerous weather
I am a plant that, when doused in rain, can 
thrive

H a i r  Gimena Ramirez – 9th Grade

 Noelle Alarcon – 9th Grade On Acquaintances
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I wake up everyday 
Feeling more pain than the last
I try to leave it in the past
But it’s marked me, collected me
I know I’m never leaving

Even though it’s sad to see me locked in these metaphorical chains
I’m somewhat glad they exist
They keep me in check and prevent anything else from hurting me
Maybe that’s what I need
Maybe it’s something I can’t see

These chains don’t protect me from all pain
Because the biggest stabs hurt the inside
The one who hurt the most are from the one with the most power
Who has the most power? 
The man above

Don’t get me wrong
God is good, God is great
He’s the only one who understands it all, so that’s what they say
But wait! I do truly believe
That everyone has a purpose, even you even me
I know this isn’t grammatically correct 
but at this point I’m just trying to get that check
No not check as in money
Check as in approval

I crave validation from strangers I’ve never met
Because it feels so good to be told you’re not wrong
Am I? Am I wrong for saying out loud what goes in my head?
Allah(SWT) made me this head and gave me a mouth
A mouth capable of a scream or a shout
So if my words are meant to go unspoken why was I given such an easy platform

Chains          by Monserat Pena – 9th grade
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A platform to express the good and the bad
The rad, the sad
The righteous, the wrong
Enough to write a song
Whether it be short or long
I don’t think he’d make it that easy if my words really do make people queasy

But doesn’t everyone have these thoughts
Or is it just me?
No it can’t just be me
But until the rest of the world decides to speak up and put their ideas on blast
That is when I’ll be released from my past



Q U I E T   Kayla Saucedo – 9th Grade

Before things were loud
They were beginner’s makeup, after parties, and dances to make your mother  
disappointed. They were drama with your significant other, crying to yourself, 
making friends. They were moving forward, enjoying nights of bliss, and  
opportunities to shop. They were loud. They were the start of my teenage years. 
My final acknowledgement of childhood no longer evident. They were messy and 
complicated and fast and fun and packed and…Loud. 
And then things paused. Pause. 
Then things stopped. Stop.
My world came to a standstill. My health was in danger. My life in jeopardy. I was 
shot. I was shot. 
Surgery. 2? 3? 5?
A bullet in the hip. Shattered? Not sure. But probably. 
“Explore. We’ll explore. We’ll find out. We’ll make sure she’s okay. Make. Sure. 
She. Doesn’t Die.”
Die.
Sleep. 
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Now things were loud. Family in tears, procedures to be done, and a bullet in my 
hip. My identity gone. My spirit broken. Who am I? Why did this happen? Why did 
You let this happen? When will I get better? 
Please, my God, let me be better. 
It’s a nightmare. I’ll wake up. But I wake up in the bright lights of the hospital. 
Day. After. Day. And things are loud. Things are so loud. And my head hurts and 
my heart burns. 
And then things are quiet.
They stopped. 
Acknowledgement of a tragedy and acceptance of a life that will no longer be 
normal. 
And my life went quiet. My life slowed. 
But. Everyone’s kept running. 
Things were loud. They were football games, new boyfriends, and kissing 
strangers. They were sleepovers, body dresses and heels, and sneaking out at 
midnight.  They were friends with the people who had abused you, bad decisions, 
reckless behavior, and… living. They were being able to dance, move, to walk. To 
go to sleep without always reliving the scariest moment in their lives. 
And my things were quiet. They were surgery gloves, wound change, and walkers 
meant for 70 year old. They were bed baths, restricting diets, and fiascos use the 
restroom. They were scars all over a body no one had ever seen, and scars on a 
mind no one knew. They were struggles to get out of bed, they were excruciating 
pain to move your leg, and they were tears.
Tears that were loud. Tears that were oh so loud. Cries that yelled for help. That 
asked for a different life. That begged for the rowdiness of a teenage life.
But they were quiet. 
Quiet. 
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The Storm    Noelle Alarcon – 9th Grade 

Noelle Alarcon – 9th Grade  Winter Mornings

Rain droplets race down the outside of my window
One by one they fall, fast and sudden 
Beyond the cold glass is dry grass 
Now dampened by the storm moving in

I pause to look at the grey-blanketed sky
My book of endless words can wait 
The sight holds a certain wave of nostalgia
I cannot begin to contemplate

The cold wind bites and screams past the car 
Music, along with everything else, melts 
Into the back of my mind
Eventually, it all blurs together until I come to
I continue reading, leaving that feeling until next time

Winter in the early mornings
Has a certain calm to it
As I lay under soft plush blankets
Warmth surrounded me as I listen 
To the mindful darkness 
Of the night 
Right before the sun 
Rises above the mountains 
Just outside my window
Despite the darkness 
Wrapping around me
Begging me to stay 
Blissfully asleep
I flick on a light
And the peace of the night 
Is swept away until tomorrow 
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NothiNg iN School  
FuNctioNS AS it ought
Alana Ramirez – 11th Grade   

Nothing in school functions as it ought
Mrs. Gomez is stuck in this rule
Her lesson does not include any real thought-
To teach what is actually cool
Instead an irrelevant test is taught
To make even her look like a fool.

But the children, you have it even worse
None can take his sweet own time in any class
The government placed this curse
‘tick tock’ begins the harass
Ask anyone, “did you rehearse?”
The only goal is to pass.

The house has finally gone to bed,
Not a rustle nor whisper nor creak of wood.
All is silent except in my head,
Which is filled with thoughts both bad and good.
Overrun with demons of things long gone,
On which I am sure to hopelessly dwell,
But also my thoughts to light are drawn,
How long they will stay there, I cannot tell.
The voices are deafening, their speech in disarray,
The cognition is overwhelming.
It’s hard to tell what they’re trying to say.
In my own brain I seem to be drowning.
My head is awake, and thoughts never cease forming,
Meanwhile the house slumbers from night until morning.

SONNET 1 Adriana Montoya – 10th Grade
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The City       Amie Martinez – 11th Grade

I fell in love with the city,
With its alluring murals and reminiscing buildings.
I fell in love with the way humans walked around,
smelling yellow roses without a care in the world.

The green that I was robbed from,
 was suddenly back in my palms.
And it moved with the city as if I had the power 
To control and store it in my veins. 

This wasn’t the green I could spend on precious metals, 
It was the green I could spend my life dreaming about. 
I could no longer remember the suffocating white walls I was confined in.
Nor the rough dirt under my feet at every step. 

Instead of the dry heaving tumbleweeds,
I smelled the aroma of slick wet trees. 
I saw life and sheer happiness.
I was enveloped in warmth, 

Not from the sun,
but from the exhilaration bursting from my heart. 
It was as if I was a bird, 
Finally escaping from its cage ascending to freedom. 
aa
Home wasn’t a building with its empty walls,
Nor was it a person.
Home was the breeze as it hit my skin,
And the warm oranges that painted the sky.

Home was the city streets that gave me the freedom to become 
whoever I desired to be. 
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Her laugh still reverberates in my mind
Sending a comforting yet sorrowful memory.
Her perfectly aligned teeth that I envied as a child,
I long for every day.

Wearing her old pink shirts to sleep,
I dream with her every night –
Her motherly scent both distant and familiar,
One that only a daughter recognizes.

Embracing her into a warm hug,
My face positioned in the crook of her neck,
Her long arms wrapped around my waist,
Her soft lips kissing the top of my head;

This is a feeling I felt everlasting as a child.
A smile adhered into my brain –
And although not present on this earth,
I feel her presence closer than ever.

My only desire as I grow older
Is to share all her love to my children;
To tell them about their Aunt Sony,
About her eternal tenderness.

And once I am reunited with her,
No longer yearning for her consoling embrace,
I hope that my children will pass down my love –
And remember the best times,
As opposed to the worst.

A Love Never ForgotteN 
Crystal Rodriguez – 11th Grade 
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Autism
Crystal Rodriguez – 11th Grade

Judgmental eyes watch me as I walk by,
And as I look back, they continue to stare.

Knitted eyebrows form indefinite creases on foreheads
As they observe the incapable figure that is me.

Pursed lips and squinted eyes mock the incoherent noise 
Coming from my own mouth –

And as panic and anxiety comes creeping into my body,
I cannot stop.

Incomprehensible phrases and words spill out of my mouth
Like an impenetrable roaring river

And short bursts of hand movements 
Overpower the physical control over my body.

My eyes start to water, my vision is blurred.
Complex shapes and colors form different surroundings –

And suddenly I am entrapped in a solid room filled with rising water,
The oxygen slowly being taken away from me as I gasp for air.
Tenderly, petite but strong arms wrap around my shoulders
And rock me back and forth in a soothing motion, pulling me back to reality. 

“Everything is calm, you’re calm.” I hear my mother whisper into my ear. 
“Everything is calm, I’m calm.” I repeat.
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I hear America crying, the numerous sobs I hear,
Those of Lady Liberty, crying hers as she sees  
her children struggle, the ideals of her nation 
betrayed,
The Dreamer crying theirs as their education and 
future are thrown out by uncaring suits,
The immigrant crying theirs as their contributions 
to creating this nation are dismissed by the 
psychotic narcissist in office,
The black community crying theirs as their children, 
America’s children, are shot down in the street even 
after years of oppression and struggle in the land of the 
free,
The LGBTQ+ youth crying as they are crushed for their 
existence, for their love, for their gender, crying as they 
plead with the stone faces of parents who loved them until 
they could not hide who they are anymore,
The cries of those stuck between two worlds, not 
“American” enough to be welcomed, but not enough of 
their parent’s heritage to be held in the arms of their 
culture,
The silent cries of women who cannot walk freely in the 
world without fear of violation of their soul and body, 
or of girls told their bodies are more important than 
their education, or of the girl choosing to wear her hijab to 
express how she loves religion but having to fear for herself,
Each crying their pain their labor their experience,
Living with this everyday-at night dreaming and thinking 
and planning to change the present and the future without 
forgetting the past,
Crying with strong souls their struggles.

I Hear amerIca cryIng
Sofia Lynn Bralich – 11th Grade
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El Paso’s Own Food Chain
Abel Cervantes – 11th

A man with a great invention

Taco submarines
He made tacos out of beef 
He made a sauce 
He puts the tacos in the sauce and it begun 

Depending on how much you want
Three, six, nine
Bite, crunch, mmm
Still thinking of the last 

Getting ready for the next
Driving in for another 
Then the nightmare starts
Sitting there in depression hoping for more 

“I’m Mr. Fry Look at me!”
Down on the tray there’s a group of
Fries waiting to be eaten
In a special way

“I’m still good, let me take a swim 
In the left over sauce”
 Cheers after cheers 
 When getting dipped in the sauce 

 One fry after another into they are all gone
 Sitting there in relief with a full tummy
 Repeating that was so yummy
 Looking forward to the next visit to Chico’s Tacos 
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Yes, Perro is your name 
I am deeply sorry about that
but can you are the one to blame
since you always came from the house mat

You were owned by cousins first
but that’s okay they still visit you
I still wonder if they got you cursed
Because you’re old but you never grew

You have lived with me for five years
you svtill light me up just like a present on  
Christmas
when I leave its like you cry with lots of tears
but its okay when I get back I’ll give you kisses

I have an obese dog 
He looks like a hog
He’s tall
Nevermind he’s small
He races me at walking 
But could never beat me 
because he’s always talking
His name is noodle 
And he’s a poodle 

My Dog Perro Zaira Cruz – 11th Grade

Destanie Jimenez – 11th Grade  
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Delusion Jacqueline Morales – 11th Grade

It’s always a misunderstanding.
The way a person acts,
Someone interprets it another way.
When someone speaks,
They are promised not to be judge.
A sign of happiness,
Could be a sign asking for someone to listen.
But it’s always a misunderstanding.
Act a certain way,
People won’t like you.
Speak up,
They judge you for thinking different.
Wanting to be happy,
Only for people to keep letting you down.
A misunderstanding is not what is needed today.
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Hurt and troubled by the words they say,
But refuses to go; she stays.

Stomped on once, then twice, once more.
Doesn’t know when to finally sore.

Pictured smiles are held up high,
But lonely sorrows are heard at night.

Little trust is given to all,
Yet she always seems to fall.

It is not what it seems-
Life is more than this old lie,

She hopes and dreams,
And soon she’ll fly.

F A C A D E 
Carissa Cuevas – 11th Grade



Another twenty-four hours of defeat,
a day of permanent loss. 
A brilliant giant rises in the East,
filling hearts with aspiration
for a sense of accomplishment.

As its rising glow shines on radiant faces
presuming a new beginning,
smiles are exchanged –
laughs are shared.

But as splashes of purple and orange 
fill a never-ending canvas in the sky,
mummies are seen roaming
streets upon streets.

Fallen heads and slow-paced trudges are familiar as day turns to night, 
And low sighs of known failure overpower the noisy conversations of the day.
This goes on for three hundred and sixty-five days,
And the sighs continuously become louder.

“Tomorrow is a new day” says the phrase,
and many are fooled by this.
The reality is, a day is just a unit of time.
The start of something great can start 
At the first breath of a newborn child, 
Or the last breath of someone ahead of everyone else.

A day is simply a unit of time.

Day Crystal Rodriguez – 11th Grade
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GRANDFATHER Erick Garcia – 11 Grade

Six feet under gone as he
Stand he’s six feet over.
Uniform surround he
Sorrow by love.

Laughed smiled cried did he
When his were no longer his;
Looks of confusion did he,
Round him he knew none.

His name etched in stone,
Remember those thoughts.
As he had lost his.
As we had lost him.

But when he was not him,
He mumbled a riddle,
One that would change life;
One that would have meaning.

“If death to come
Detail a plan for it.”
None spoke as words hit ears,
He forgets him he forgets life.

His name next to his beloved 
Understand his riddle now
Life’s joy, death’s envies 
I have failed you.
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Stress. Stress. Stress.
That is what goes through my mind
Red dots form on my face
It’ll all pay off

Homework. Homework. Homework.
That is what I do all the time
Piles ongoing for miles
It’ll all pay off

Family. Friends. Future.
That is what is important to me
Thank you for the endless support
It’ll all pay off

Hanging. Laughing. Playing.
That is what a teenager does
Life choices are not for us
I hope it’ll all pay off

Fly across the sky with age.
Never underestimate the colors of a rainstorm.
Take the Holy book and flip its page.
Not as sleek as hell like Kennedy presumed.
The Paradise Lost echoed through the scriptures.
Believe what you can for the time you’re alive
Like a kid does while learning to survive;
And the journey surrenders, rapidly eyeing the pictures.

A morbid adventure awaits the traveler.
Feel the fire as dictatorship rules the others.
The path is nothing but an extravagant scavenger.
Peter hopes to heal the broken but they are dark from the covers.
“You dear fellow, will you be the unraveler?”
Red devils cannot help but be wanderers.

It’ll All Pay Off
Ericka Torres – 11th Grade

Journey to Hell
Mariane Gutierrez – 11th Grade
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Kate Girvin – 11th Grade

Can we run from things we hate?
Are we bound by our fate?

As much as I try
I fail and I 

Watch the clock
Tick, tock

Twelve 
Tick, tock

The clock locks
I am a mess 

Full of worries and stress
I will not let fate control

My actions will lead to one goal.

Kodak Black
Robert Lares – 11th Grade
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As the Clock Strikes Midnight

All these rappers wearing black
Trying to call themselves the Mack,
They say they’re making racks
Which is what they lack
They don’t even rhyme which is wack.

They tryin’ to think of a comeback
But all I do is attack
Like I’m Kodak
Riding in the Cadillac
Now they hiding cause I’m back



Darkness with a hint of radiance 
A man like no other, appears

Is it an ordinary man? A god? An alien?
A show begins to premiere

Colors begin to shift like a chameleon
Darkness is no more, everything is all clear

Animals shift out of his hands moving freely in
It is a calming view with a vigorous atmosphere

The man begins to feel forlorn 
And creates something he 

thought would solve his problem 
Another creature was born

A creature like him, flawless

He could not stop and more were born
His beautiful world became torn

He could not believe his eyes 
Therefore he began to says his goodbyes

O beautiful world you once were
I will return if things are well 

But for now, this is the end.

Before Creation Comes Ruin
Alexis Jasso – 11th Grade
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B e a u t y
Meagan Garcia – 11th Grade

“What is beauty?
Where can it be found?
Where did you find it?”

Beauty is truly in the eye of the beholder.
Only seen by those willing to find and appreciate it.

To me?

Beauty is found in human nature.
It’s found in soft sighs that escape pink lips.
It’s found in uncontrollable laughter – 
And sore stomachs.
It’s found in human heartbeats –
And warm hands to hold.

Beauty is found in the little moments
In the bright, flashing lights of a concert setup
In blinding sunsets – 
Watched while traveling down winding roads.
In light rain racing down a car’s window.

Beauty isn’t always made obvious.
Like every other wonderful thing,
It’s found in the most unexpected of places.
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Farewell my Coconut
Eight years were lent to me
and every moment of your presence made my heart sing
Now, my heart is destructing and a part of me is gone
 
It was not your time to see god, the world is so dark and colorless
Now I am full of envy with him for taking you 
 Because you were my all, my soul, my rock

I have is myself to blame,
I did not do enough for you through your battle with cancer
The pain, the suffering you had to deal with was not fair
I will never be an owner again,

Though, as the seasons pass
And the light begins to shine again
I will have peace and dignity 

I will always memorialize the way
you get perky like a hyena that sees his prey,
snorting when filled with glee,
belly rubs with your pink as a pig’s stomach,
and the best piece of family ever known

Of My First Dog
Madison Barraza – 11th Grade
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The Shepherd’s Response to the  
Reply of the Nymph

Meagan Trevizo – 11th Grade

But love should be considered young
It never dies if it’s true 
And that’s all want with you
Please be my love

I have many flocks to admire
I will keep you warm in the cold
Thee will have no complaints, 
My love I’ll cherish you for as long as I live

That is the job of the flower to fade, but 
The beauty remains still
Both spring and fall show beauty in all kinds
My love for you will still remain beautiful,
Even in my worst conditions 

The gowns, the beds of roses 
Are inevitable to break and wither,
But the beauty of it is the simple act
And the love I have for you to take care of you
There will be many more gifts to come

All of what I will make for you
Will be out of love
The beauty will still remain 
Because the beauty is our love

Youth could last with the love we have
I could give you everything with love
If you’d live with me and be my love.
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Over my head, I hear the clicking clock,
Plastered on the white wall, 
Taunting like a golden ticket in the lottery.
Down the street next to the empty park, 
The weightless backpacks follow each other
Into the future of the evening.
To my right, 
A draft of air pushes through my papers and
The knowledge of last year’s classes 
Transform into framed stairs.
I stand up as the next bell resounds my inner thoughts.
A fellow student crawls over, seeking great fortuities
I have set my path; I have wasted my life.

With a feel of first heart break,
With the memory of first love,
With the need to care for one,
She has the beauty of a black dove.

A structure weak with blue.
A core powerful with worth.
She sees you, sees me, she you,
As she seeks inside for her birth.

Each broken piece like
Flesh once seen flawed.
With her hands she glues together 
The old mirror that is newly beloved.

Sitting in a Classroom at Americas  
High School in El Paso, Texas

Megan Mack – 11th Grade

SHE SAID TO SHE
Jasmine Panduro – 11th Grade
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Five cents    Vanessa Ochoa – 11th Grade

Pop their stomachs
Even then their intestines’ll be cheap plastic

But your insides ain’t too damn polished
Throat full of tar, stomach full of moths

Shards in your fists, and bruises on your legs
With love-sick purples and loathing mustards

A rubber neck would make it easier
But you’re too black and yellow to care

But everyone’s a beggar or a thief but won’t give
With just your five cents

You never thought to clean the tar
Or wipe your eyes

But even if you did after it all
You could slit your throat

And maybe all the gold could spill
And with a foam knife, the plastics would pretend

But looking at their fake diamonds and rubies
You can’t help but look at yours and see tarnished nuggets

So whenever you’re alone, with a hand to your throat
You’d only ever think you were

Less than five cents
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An Escape
The roaring clouds yell
Water droplets  
 dripping
             from
                    the
               roof
The street enchanted by a quiet spell
Not even the candy store smelled its usual scent of fresh chocolate

“Will I ever make it home?”
All she wanted was to leave.
To be guided away like a dog with a bone
To step away from here and grieve

The door hit the bell, rang, rang!
She went to the shelf 
The sky once more shaking with a bang
Putting out her hand reaching for the salvation she craved for herself
The flowers bloomed, the birds sang

Laying her fingers as she held on to the souls of many
She took a shaken breath
Was she ready for another journey?

To another life, to another year
To leave her body and become someone else
She held back her fear
Of being afraid to be who she always wanted, herself

To live a life where what she feared was overcome 
She grabbed on to her hope, home, and heart
She felt her hands go numb
She began to let herself fall apart

Opening the beginning to a new world.

AN ESCAPE 
Nidia Jimenez – 11th Grade
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Cali Waves
Monsserat Reyes – 11th Grade

  
 

RUN  
 

RUN  
 

RUN  
 

  
 Tyler Rodriguez – 11th Grade

Cali Waves
I miss the beach days
Hearing the kids play
And me riding on the waves
As it takes me away

Splash!
The sound of the waves crashing down on the shore
And the feeling of the sand
Between my toes

Don’t wanna frown
Take me back to see the sun go down
Let’s go on getaways
To see those cali waves

The early sun warms me,
I’m physically exhausted but mentally strong.
As the pace increases the wind cools me,
Three miles left, more like ten, I was wrong.

The horizon seems to get closer and further,
The distance only increases, the miles are long.
The turning point finally greets us, me and my brother.
It’s only a matter of minutes, meanwhile we sing our song.

Unfortunately, it got him, but not me.
It gives me confidence, I feel the power, just like Kong.
I’m not afraid anymore, it’s just the finish and me.
I’m glad to have pushed myself even though it made the run prolong.
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You left, but never did the pain
Seeing you living a better life 
Is the only thing that keeps me sane. 
Why did it have to be this way?
Often the memories tend to reminisce
The eight great months we had.
Everything I remember, I could only miss. 
You are so far, yet it doesn’t feel real.
Looking back at long rides, family time and my real laugh,
You became my routine without a day apart.
In the little time we spent together I realized you were my better half.
At the sight of you, my heart was warm. 
The beginning of our departure made me feel worse than ever. 
Part of my heart left me, with you alongside it. 
Although you are gone, my love for you is forever.
This was a lesson learned, but I promise we will meet again. 

D I S T A N C E
Itzel Irene Santellanes – 11th Grade
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Poets write us poems for their influence and self-expression
For, in this language you must always question
What is their deeper meaning?
Maybe they don’t have one and deep down they’re just screaming
  
Poets write with a sense to the world and society
And do so with a great variety
They express themselves with style and rhythm
And base it on their divine wisdom

Poets write with quick-witted similes, metaphors, and personification
And make us focus on the problems in our nation 
They do this craft with a great passion
And leave it to their words to make things happen

THE POET’S POEM
Charlie Salazar – 11th Grade



Celestial Wonder
Dylan Stallings – 11th Grade

Staring up in wonder
at thousands upon thousands
of stars illuminating the night sky
like white Christmas lights,
twinkling peacefully.
Staring up seeing 
many different things, even
imagining some. Eventually they begin to
 stare back. What do they see? Good
fortune, failure, frivolity?
We know much, though
 we can learn infinitely more. Much
like 17th Century America, the stars call to us
waiting to be explored. However,
we seem to be getting nowhere.
Lewis, would you be
willing to do it all again? What
about you Clark? Will you help us?
We need room to grow. What 
new commodities await?
A primeval world,
before time, quite sublime. A new 
beginning? Maybe not. After all, the more
things change, the more they stay the
same. What awaits us?
Splashes of color, so vibrant and
alive, blues like that of the oceans, purples
like that of a Heliotrope, reds like blood. Among them,
millions of stars and billions of worlds.
What adventures do you hold?
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When the splendid day comes to an end
It is time for the night to prosper and ascend.
Which begins when you hear the clock tower
And see the dark gloom after hours.
The night gives us specks of lights 
That are so appealing to our sight 
So when we glimpse at the night sky
While waving the day goodbye,
We should not shy away from its darkness
But marvel at it, regardless.

Do you know the feeling that you conceal, 
The moment where you let all anger go 
The sparks you see it feels so very real 
And in an instant you’re walking through snow 

This little problem I’m having today 
Makes life seem like a living twister
Its’s very simple to put all the blame 
Because the one I blame is my sister 

She pesters and peckers my mind for days.
What keeps my mind at bay God only knows.
Truth is I know what makes anger part ways 
I love her, I’d never leave her for crows 

When the arguments done and we find peace 
Both can agree family comes with no lease.

When Night Comes 
Charlie Salazar – 11th Grade

A Matter of Family Nick Hernandez – 12th Grade
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 Untitled
Brandon Brosch  - 12th Grade

At fourteen you don’t think that much about life, you simply live it. 
You were older, but still so young.
You were my brother and I loved you as such.

But you had your demons.
Such demons that no amount of the burn from the bottle of your best friend Jim Beam 
could erase it.

Upon hearing the news I remember the ticking of my clock, 
For it would not stop.
Every tick felt like a dagger in my aching heart.

The bottom had not the answers for you, or for my 
mother

The fury in my fragile heart will not allow 
me to forgive you.

Many times I watched you drink the 
night away, 
We raised our glasses to the man on 
the moon, howling like hounds.

Little did we know he was laughing 
at us.  

You didn’t just take your own life, 
for you took part of mine.
You’d finally hit the bottom 

of the bottle
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At long last the time has arrived, Christmas
After many years, the candles I’d blown
And after prayers arrived the wishes
A new family member, Romeo
Right under the Christmas tree, there he stood
The moment I will always remember 
We all came together just like we should
That cold night in the end of December 
This time of the year finally felt right
Sad days seem to be a part of the past
At last together the twenty-fifth night 
Finally we all came together at last
This time will forever be in our minds
As it should be, family always finds

Basketball the game of many players
One of Americas greatest past times 
Injured connecting people by prayers 
Playmakers traveling to their primes 

The craft and skillfulness of the offense 
Shots that made it in the history book
 The lockdown and toughness of the defense 
Blocked shots that made their hands feel cooked 

Attitude that push players past limits 
Making them basketballs most watched team 
Being treated like over hyped ball gimmicks 
But shooting through hate like laser beams 

At the end becoming the real champs 
Grabbing their legacy like some clamps  

At Long Last The Time Has Arrived
Arleth Reyes – 12th Grade

Basketball 
The Game of Many Players

 Luis Alberto Alderete  – 12th Grade
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Before Creation Comes ruin
Joshua Borrego – 12th Grade

The hand, strong and firm
Like a brick wall. Now, a hole in that wall
As if obliterated by a car, driven by you.
The chest, a shield
Pierced and penetrated by your deadly machination.
The lips, calm and warm like a grassy field,
Now the field is scorched and rough like the aftermath  
Of a volcanic eruption, shaken by you.
The heart, a warm spring, protected 
By a silver shell of steel,
Now devastated and lifeless from your 
venomous words
The shell chipped and broken, the spring
Deserted and destroyed. Brought upon by 
you.
However, before creation comes ruin.
After the wretched car wreck,
The brick wall you once held and later 
destroyed 
Was rebuilt. The hole in the 
Shield has been welded together, yet still
Holds the scar. The field has grown back and
Is full of life again. That peaceful spring, once 
Dead and drained by your toxins, has been revived. 
A new and stronger shell has been discovered
To protect the spring, yet we keep some of the chips
In the end I should thank you
For making everything better than it was
Conflict always makes you stronger
Before creation comes ruin 
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The great times we have had, all gone to waste
His face was so serious as he spoke
This whole relationship blew up in my face
Those very last words made me want to choke

My heart didn’t just break, it turned to dust
I never thought I would lose all my hope
I made a mistake, I gave him my trust
Hope our memories could be cleaned with soap

Everyone says this is good, but I feel lost
And I ask myself why is my clock stocked
Waiting and wondering when my heart will defrost
Keep trying to find a door that isn’t locked

Now that it’s over and we have to part
I am left to deal with my broken heart.

The piano played a classic melody,
And the apple pie smell fill the room.
Jane waited for Santa impatiently,
While mom waited baby James in her womb.
Dad put some gift under the tree for us
And aunt Grace served the turkey for dinner.
Jane ate a piece of pie all to the crust.
Everybody played games to be winners.
Santa is on his way to bring presents
And tonight his sled is going to ride high
To bring happiness to kids, gals and gents.
Winter snowflakes keep falling from the sky.
This white Christmas Eve will be wonderful,
And I prayed to God that I am grateful.

Broken Heart
Viviana Arreola – 12th Grade

  Christmas Eve          Alexa Pizarro  – 12th Grade
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CARRY ON••••••••••••••       
 

At age four, the little boy of freckles and green eyes was raised a man. 
He was sent to a precarious frontline, preparing for battle.
At age four, not only was he a brother, but he became a father and mother. 

At age ten, the little boy was given a gun
And was told to protect himself from the darkness. 
He kept it with him in his sleep.
He kept it with him in his dreams. 
He kept it with him in his heart. 
At age ten, he learned that the darkness should be afraid of him instead. 

At age sixteen, his brother became his true priority. 
He vowed to always protect him and stick to his side no matter what.
But as the years passed by, the odds did not shift in his favor. 
He should have seen it coming. 
He should have been prepared for it. 

At age twenty six, he felt his brother’s heart stop. 

The little boy of freckles and green eyes, no longer a little boy, recognized the 
cruel world for what it was. 
He didn’t burn his bridges.
He salted them so his demons could not cross through. 
Sometimes, he did not need to have blood run down his skin to find pain. 
All he had to do, was look in the mirror. 

He no longer believed his mother’s words from so long ago. 
There were no angels watching over him. 
There was no God to answer his prayers. 
And as he stared down at the grave of his father, he asked, “Why me?”
“Why do I have to be some kind of hero?”
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Life is funny that way.
Through his tears, through the beer
He was making a change in the world without even realizing it.
His sacrifices made him worthy of being saved because there came a time when 
he stopped breathing,
When blood gushed out of his chest 
With empty green eyes open.

This broken man was gripped tight,
Raised from perdition 
And a voice whispered to him.
“Carry on. Carry on.”
He had watched in amazement as a pair of wings appeared through the dark-
ness. 
He deserved to be saved after all. 
He was no ordinary man.
He was the righteous one.

And so at age thirty three, he drove across the country.
With windows rolled down and music bursting loudly,
The world had no idea of the savior they had
And he himself, had no idea what battles lay before him. 

But that did not matter.
At age thirty three, the little boy of freckles and green eyes, 
Recognized his purpose.
Saving people, hunting things. 
And so carry on he did.

••••••••••••••••••••••••
Monica Montes – 12th Grade  
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I don’t know what to write in this sonnet 

But I still have to invent this large poem,

I need ten syllables per line on it

Fourteen lines and I’m done with this poem.

One week more and we are out of school

After it, Santa comes to visit loose,

I believe Santa’s gifts are pretty cool

But this year I don’t know what I should choose.

This is the third paragraph I have done

If I do this assignment I will pass,

And the word that rhymes with done is cone

After this I think I’m just gonna dance

Thank God this are the very two last lines,

Now I will get a hundred and some limes.

     C h r i s t m a s   
Carlos Eduardo Zepeda - 12th Grade
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I want for Christmas stay with my family

Eat turkey and play games like each year ago

Christmas tree bright in the room when is darkly

At the end of the night every one taste mango

This year my family want one more night

To be together like every time now

Every one want to had in your hands the knight 

To get a little bit of the real cow

Each Christmas I remember the cookies

They are everywhere in the grandmother house

Now the new ones can be family rookies

This Christmas I just want to get a blouse

You be sure each day be happy and bright

May your Christmas be killed with delight

 s o n n e t s
Ariday Nunez – 12th Grade
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CoLLege AppLyiNg LeFt me FeeLiNg doubtFuL
             Brandon Brosch – 12th Grade

diFFereNt FeeLiNgs, roAm iN towN beAuty FeeLs  
                Jaqueline Estrada – 12th Grade

College applying left me feeling doubtful 
Las Vegas Nevada was playing hardball
Waiting for an answer left me stressful 
Not getting in would be my ultimate downfall

Will I know my new home by January?
Will I ever get to study medicine?
Nothing left to do but throw a Hail Mary
Getting denied would be embarrassing

The thoughts of med school seem to slip away
My dreams of being a surgeon vanishing
How do I keep these feelings at bay?
I can feel my hopes and dreams flattening 

Oh well, at least I can say that I tried
P.S. please don’t tell anyone that I cried.

Different feelings, roam in town beauty feels,
Unexpected of small winters and big colds,
Running through the six with my woes, no wheels,
Even when it’s cold I still work out at golds,

No flakes nor snow stops El Paso’s overflow,
The roads have traffic and stores are crowded,
Chuco’s weather surprises, but we keep control,
Bright shiny day turns, dull and clouded,

Beauty not only on sand but glass as well,
Big desserts with big plants, all brown view,
No beach no towers fun with desert we compel,
At times cold, at times hot, let’s get some brew,

Not ordinary beauty El Paso is 
Hell Paso greets, salutes a warm deserts kiss.
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When I was 10, you came to me as a friend and guardian.
Someone to turn to when others turned away. 
You justified the wrong doing of my “friends,”
And of course, my adolescent mind believed it all
That I was the cause of their malevolence.

When I was 13, you reappeared with more force,
Breaking through my weak walls, 
Isolating me, enrapturing me.
You taught me about trust, how it never existed.
You taught me fear and loathing,
I was young and learned quickly

When I was 15 you brought
friends along, suffocating me.
Overwhelmed by your presence and the temptations of your friends,
I grew mad, for you were all I knew,
You left your mark in every aspect of my life.

When I was 17, you and your friends broke me,
Leaving me with shards of myself to scatter everywhere,
No one to pick them up other than myself.
For a critical time, I was consumed by you.

In my 18th year of life,
You remained, strong as ever with your friends
I remained as well, finally gaining strength.
You have never left me alone or in peace.
But I remain, and always will.

Deep Depression
Vivian Munoz – 12th Grade
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Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder 
Corey Ball-Gonzalez – 12th Grade

Post-Traumatic stress disorder is defined as a mental health condition 
triggered by terrifying event. 
Trauma is a steep hill you cannot see the bottom of.                                                                                                                                              
Love will not cure me; this disorder comes with baggage. 
My breathing is something I cannot control. The constriction of my ribcage,  
the pounding of my heart.                                                                 
Hyperventilation, shaking, unclear thoughts.                                                                                                                                        
Isolation, not matter how many times I replay the scene in my head, it doesn’t 
get better.
Breathing is a luxury. 
“talking helps” 
I tread softly over every issue. Don’t fall apart in the hall. 
Rapid thoughts I can’t control. 
The only place 
safe enough 
are the arms 
strong enough 
to keep me 
from falling 
to the ground.
PTSD should 
stand for 
“prepare to 
see danger” 
or “pray the 
sufferings 
done” 
Pay attention 
to your 
triggers. Gunshots, screams, tears, blood, holes, police, flashing lights, loud 
noises, parties,
Avoid everything in life you can. “mental illness”, nightmares, flashbacks, 
empty chest right before it all hits.
I’m NOT overemotional. I’m NOT overanalyzing. I’m NOT overthinking. 
I AM trying. I AM still trying 
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You bring me satisfaction
With your slim body and smooth skin.
Most times I’ll use you as a distraction,
And other times for gratification and fun.
What we do together can be erasable.
I use you only for pleasure,
Thus why you are disposable.
Leaving you would be easy because there is no pressure.
Though you may still be useful
I will replace you for another,
Because you have become dull
And I have no sharpener.

You will meet three kinds of people in your lifetime.
Those who skim through your pages and read the parts that interest them the most.
Running their fingers along your spine.                                                                                                                     
Only reading because you were recommended. The type to only read good books.
Those who will read your chapters and maybe fold in a page every occasionally.                                      
Find the parts of you that they love, share it with a person they adored more than 
your pages and intelligence.
Tearing pages of you to write them a novel. 
And those who collect books just to say they read it. The type to create a book club 
and bring up your title at every meeting. 
Not because you were a good book, only because they wanted to pass you around and 
let others “enjoy the ride”.                             
It is guaranteed that you will meet these three people.
It is the fourth person you will never see coming. 
They will read every word, page to page. Memorize very letter. Overanalyze every 
line. But most importantly they will keep the book. 
Read it again and again. As If it was the only book they own. Making you feel as if you 
belonged.
You are always on their mind. Intruding on their thoughts.  
Keeping them awake at night.
The only book that will never get put back on the shelf. 

Disposable
Armando Castañeda – 12th Grade

Books ///////////////
Corey Ball-Gonzalez – 12th Grade
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Ex i s ten t i a l i sm
Raquel Higine – 12th Grade

EVERYDAY IS A NEW FRAW
David Jacquez – 12th Grade

You should learn to embrace your nothingness
This meaninglessness is solace
Embrace your cosmic insignificance
It helps you live life a bit more lawless

Stop stressing about everything you do
There’s no use in it, the world doesn’t care
This should be no surprise or something new
Do what you want even if people stare

And if you knew today was your last day
Then how would your plans differ from right now?
Perhaps you’d be at San Fransisco Bay
Or would you do something that’s not allowed

There’s billions of people I haven’t met
I don’t know what I want to do just yet

Everyday is a new fraw, a new grow 
Waking up feeling like a million bucks
I shine like a diamond that’s how I show 
I’m always positive, I’m never stuck 

Ice like snow, fresh like a summer breeze 
Even inhale the love on a bad day 
I’ve always got on a simple white tee
Yellow, red, green even blue but no grey

Happiness surrounds me, that’s all around me 
This life is a reality that’s gone wild 
My dreams are, so real I’m guessing I’m not a child 

Soon to be gone but never forgotten 
Always stay alive and never go rotten 
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Don’t tell me happiness is a choice 
Happiness is a moment, a drop of ecstasy in a sea of misery 
And it fades like the blue paint on your little house 
Don’t tell me I enjoy being sad 
If I did I would not numb myself every night 
Don’t tell me you’re in love with me 
Love is not what you think it to be 
Its chemicals, oxytocin, dopamine, and serotonin 
They hit hard when you kissed me 
And they too will fade 
Like that adorable blue paint 
Tell me “I guess”
Tell me “okay”
Tell me lets go do something insane 
That doesn’t involve sex, money, or superficial gains 
Happiness is not a destination we can reach 
Happiness is moments where you were not even in my arms 
Happiness is temporary 
Misery is temporary 
Chemicals come and go 
But you were foolish enough to imagine your ego immortal 
Do I love you? 
No. 
As much as every other girl thinks the opposite 
For me, love and lust are separate. 

Don’t tell me happiness is a choice
Happiness is a moment, a drop of ecstasy in a sea of misery
And it fades like the blue paint on your little house
Don’t tell me I enjoy being sad
If I did I would not numb myself every night
Don’t tell me you’re in love with me
Love is not what you think it to be
Its chemicals, oxytocin, dopamine, and serotonin
They hit hard when you kissed me
And they too will fade
Like that adorable blue paint
Tell me “I guess”
Tell me “okay”
Tell me lets go do something insane
That doesn’t involve sex, money, or superficial gains
Happiness is not a destination we can reach 
Happiness is moments where you were not even in my arms
Happiness is temporary
Misery is temporary
Chemicals come and go
But you were foolish enough to imagine your ego immortal
Do I love you? 
No.
As much as every other girl thinks the opposite
For me, love and lust are separate.

Don’t tell me happiness is a choice
Julia Carolina Castillo – 12th Grade
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I move out from Juarez now I’m here
I like El Paso it’s very sunny 
Americas High School it’s my school there 
I am working here I got more money 
Sometimes I’m going to Cielo Vista 
I like the malls from here they are fancy
I have a friend and her name it’s Krysta 
She is very nice, she makes me happy 
Everyday that I’m here, I make new friends
They’re cool and funny, we go out always 
I miss Juarez and go out the weekends 
I miss my family and the old days 
But, El Paso is my hometown right now
The rest of my life, I’ll live by Yarbrough.
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I drink and chug from night to the next dawn 
The things we do cannot be ever undone
Can’t further undo laying in my front lawn
I can’t keep up, pardon me, but I’m gone
Is it worth it, maybe not, I’m willing
I will not stop until I am wasted 
Soon it will not be very amusing
Will not be worth every drop I tasted
When I wake up and there is some trouble
Funky feeling, I should have slept
Can’t help but wait for time make it double
Dry lips, headache, feeling so, so, wept
 Embrace it, please try and look formal
Next time stay home, it isn’t something normal.



I  am  so  tired  of  everything  so  tired
But  what  can  I  do  about  it  but  wait
I  try  to  move  on but  I  feel  wired
I  can  do  it  I  need  to  open  the  gate
The  gate  to  achievement  to  move  forward
Which  I  am  determined  to  do  for  them
And  it’s  not  so  hard  cause  it’s  straightforward
I  do  this  for  them  because  their  my  stem
So  I  will  triumph  for  the  good of  us  three
They  will  see  they  can  also  be  successful
When  we  all  succeed  will  be  a  strong  tree
And  everything  will  be  good  and  gentle
Therefore  I  will  keep  on  trying  and  move  on
And  now  see  my  future  pretty  as  dawn

I AM SO TIRED
Sergio Martinez  – 12th Grade

 When I was young my dream was of racing 
 And the quick rush of driving on the track 
 The green flag waves and all the cars chasing 
 When I start passing there’s no looking back 
 The thought of first and adding to my self 
 While I’m getting ready to win many 
 That thought of nothing but proud of myself 
 Winking at my trophies I’ve won plenty 
 How I’m thrilled preparing for the big day 
I n the stands I hear the fans all cheering 
S oon the crowd sees all cars lost in the fray 
Pr eparing myself that day is nearing 
Th at will be the moment my dreams set in stone 
As  I get ready for the racing throne 

When I was young my dream was of racing
And the quick rush of driving on the track 
The green flag waves and all the cars chasing
When I start passing there’s no looking back
The thought of first and adding to my self
While I’m getting ready to win many
That thought of nothing but proud of myself
Winking at my trophies I’ve won plenty
How I’m thrilled preparing for the big day
In the stands I hear the fans all cheering
Soon the crowd sees all cars lost in the fray
Preparing myself that day is nearing
That will be the moment my dreams set in stone
As I get ready for the racing throne

Greatest Female racer
Autumn Frymire  – 12th Grade
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i’m covered in freckles that only you see

you’re covered in scars the world couldn’t fix

i call them beauty lines 

you call mine stars
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FRECKLES
Alondra Mendoza - 12th Grade

I’m losing my patience
Ashley Anderson - 12th Grade

I’m losing my patience, why is it hard
For me to keep maintenance to complete this
All this does is prevents me from vanguard
Hopefully these moments become reminisce 
Reaching to become my fullest potential 
To later not hold any resentment
Towards being so confidential 
I don’t want this discontentment 
To become the end of me when I die
It’s not so easy for me though it’s so rigid
For now I must continue to try
This journey may make things much more vivid
My success will soon bring euphoria
Defeat this internal dysphoria 



I never adored the vain parts of you
I only loved what I knew to be true
You are beautiful and very “famous”
Yet fame and beauty can be monstrous
I loved the humble and eccentric parts
The never changing tragic work of art
A sonnet cannot articulate it
The part my soul and heart could not admit
Love, love like winter, cold and unmoving
Love like fire, burning and agonizing
Hate like warm gentle sugar on my lips
Hate like your pleading and desperate kiss
Sorrow like my salty tear on my cheek
Misery like our love that is now so bleak

I like food and the bad ones are the best 
I love the way food gives me a new taste 
I just want to eat food and take a rest 
After I eat food I use some toothpaste 
At the end of my day I have a dream 
When I eat food it always sooths my taste buds 
When I eat food there it’s not what it seems 
Pizza was good I gave it to my pug 
Without food there would be no happiness 
My favorite food is probably pizza 
In the world there would be more sadness
I always get my pizza from Caesar
I like animals but food is better 
Love food so much I wrote a love letter.
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I S O L A T I O N  Cristian Reyes – 12th Grade

In the car driving fast  
scared not to crash   Matthew Villa – 12th Grade

Isolation quickly overwhelms me
Begging for forgiveness a fallen hand
Desolation I now begin to see
Hanging by a thin thread a single strand

I watch them their fears their misbehavior
Mistreat abuse completely unaware
I am the land their glorious savior
Someday they will learn to treat me with care

I wish they would learn to trust each other
To join as one and unite as a beam
A bond a band and a mighty brother
Forever as one a powerful team

You may not know that fear is their captor
So you may not see each special factor.

In the car driving fast not scared to crash 
Having so much fun with all of these bums 
If I crash I think we will turn to ash 
Everyone will think of us as scums
Don’t go over the speed limit my dear 
Speeding down the highway I can never 
So many kids die on these roads a year 
These young lives lost remembered forever 
Parents always sadden by tragedy
Fathers to be things we will never know
 This event will lead to insanity 
Speeding so fast not even going to go slow
I don’t want to die so young neither do you
That would make you parents feel really blue   
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In hell, this madman stuff happened to me
I mean it’s not too far from this crumby place
You can hear the screams of a banshee
My demon lives here his name is scar face

The skeletons in my closet are out
I was scared, fear started eating me alive
No one could hear my screams nor my shouts
The temperature was high, hundred and five 

I couldn’t take it, I left and got away 
I tried to tell but they thought I was lying
They won’t listen no matter what I say
It kills my soul, inside I’m slowly dying
 
I will not let them take me back again
Before that happens, I’ll pray amen

In Hell Destiny Crouch – 12th Grade
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Is it right? How I feel when I’m with you?
Is it wrong? Knowing how much I miss us?
Have you thought? Our love doesn’t have a clue
Strangers we are, it feels weird just like fuss
Im so into you, I can barely breathe in
You got me in other false dimension
Everything we dreamed, looked what you bring
You are not mine, I was your possession 
Please I need you, choose to love me harder
If you just let me invade your cold mind
What is going on? My chest feels ardor
Im trying hard, like this poem to rhyme 
I know your false motives and you know mine
If you want me to stay, made this love real

IS IT RIGHT?
Airam Flores – 12th Grade
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Listen to the birds singing in the garden,
Hear the stories from doves in the wind,
Mothers hear the streets calling their children,
Lord please forgive them for they have sinned,
These trials and tribulations that I’m facing, 
I left the nest to keep my loved ones safe,
Devil in my path I see him breathing,
I’ve got nothing left except my faith,
Could this be wickedness or weakness?
Whatever the choice I make is my own,
Gain money and power or lose Jesus,
You decide the church or your very own throne,
Fortune and murder will fall into your lap,
Beware now you are with birds in the trap.

Lil  Peep
He was only twenty-one when he died
So young, plenty of life still yet to come
The girl who sold him the drugs, she had lied
Everyone thought he was just a bum
But now that we realize he is gone
His recent songs have hit one million
Best friend did something that can’t be undone
What he did made him seem like a villain
He made a video of Gus sleeping
Head back mouth open back of the bus
Said a joke, “he is finally lifting”
Vid posted not knowing he wasn’t with us
His friend Bexey thought he was just asleep
Lil did he know he’d be saying RIP Lil Peep



Karaoke Night
Fingers trembling 
Heart racing
The first words on a screen

Voice wobbling 
Neurons firing 
The first words out my mouth

People cheering
Friends laughing 
But all I could hear was the music  

First I get the bread from the cabinet.
Pick out the two biggest middle slices
and then always toast it on accident.
Oh well what to do with this small crisis.
And then grab the big peanut container
turning those peanuts into a smooth cream.
Spread them onto a very thin layer,
next the jelly for a bad color scheme.
Pick up the kitchen mess with a wet rag,
quiet because its four in the morning.
Quickly grab everything into my bag
tip toe into my room so rewarding.
Whip out the good tasty homemade sandwitch
did it so easy like a night bandit.

KARAOKE NIGHT
Alondra Mendoza – 12th Grade
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Late Night Snack          
Andres Rodriguez – 12th Grade



Playground Politics
Javier Gallegos – 12th Grade

I spy with my little eyes
A playground full of fight.
Trickery runs deep
As rocks are thrown
And hands are hidden
While fingers are pointed.
It is bright and colorful
But seen as black and white.
Toddlers tussle on the ground
With big kids watching live.
They claim the swings and slides
And good luck to anyone
Who dare climbs the jungle gym.
They are not big in size
Nor in the age they claim.
Not in their schooling success
Nor in their heart.
They are big in ego.
You can see it by the scowl they give
To anyone else wanting to play.
The tears that flow

When only the same few boys
Are allowed on the slide.
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The pushes and shoves
To the uninvited trying to go down.
The kicks and hollers 
From the same girls on the swing
Protecting their plot of land.
The taunts and teases
From the cool kids on the jungle gym
Bullying the little kids
Trying to have some fun.
And when lunch time comes,
Snacks are stolen
From the hands of children
By the command of the big kids.
It is full of tomfoolery and friction,
Freedom and restriction,
Play and conviction,
And many a contradiction.

I spy with my little eyes
A playground full of fight
What am I?



I was having a bad day like always
But actually today was different
I choose to live this particular days
Days without any concern being transparent

And that was my first day alive again
After days and days without any concern
People that I care start to complain
After months I understand how love earn

I start to care about my people 
My family, friends and even my pets
And with my life changed, I was being steeple
Every one want to know how to be nice

But nobody thinks how to be gentle
And that it’s the key to succeed mental

She calls the pastries such a sweet delight
And she thought the eclairs were amazing
So I bought an éclair and took a bite
The taste the smell were worth all the praising
The aroma of coffee fills the air
Her homemade candles make the setting dim
Along with the sweet delights everywhere
I adored the coffee the coffee shop owner Ms. Kim
Every winter as the days grew colder
Ms. Kim’s coffee shop made me feel warmer
Everyone was welcome not one cold shoulder
At four pre-school children came and swarmed her
In this place I will never be alone
For Ms Kim’s coffee shop truly is my home

Ms. Kim’s Coffee Shop
Jasmine Carroll – 12th Grade

Living a New Life
Alberto Martinez – 12th Grade
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 Music is the key to a happy life
Eric Diaz – 12th Grade

LOVE POEM
Ivan Garcia – 12th Grade

 Music is the key to a happy life
 Dancing and singing to express yourself
 Keeping all those awake as night arrives
 We listen to music to distract ourselves
 From day to day we are faced with problems
But we listen to music for relief 
We dance and sing for happiness and solemn
And we use it for religious belief
We use music as a way to escape
It makes us come together united
It’s not hard to understand or create
And no music is seen as one sided
We dance and sing to music of all kinds
and learn to love each other through rough times
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I want to find someone who I will love 
I want to fall for her, never let go
Can’t wait for the day where we see the doves
We will take our love story nice and slow

Cannot wait to build up our family 
And take trips around the world together
Do what comes to us very naturally
And go with the flow just like a feather 

Take the kids to practice to have fun 
Drop the kids off at school to make friends 
Go with my wife to the errands we run
All I hope is that this love never ends 

Until my time comes I will just love her 
Because everything else will just be a blur.
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Jacob Zuniga – 12th Grade

Five o’clock to the rising sun
we pick up our shoes for the blistering run.
The beautiful sand as red as a campfire,
hoping on the way for a flat tire.

The whole desert being the school library
while shoes slip sand being the ordinary. 
The air full of heavy breathing
and the most glorious sun setting.

Legs were wax and our feet made trails
sand could be found split to two rails.
Counting coyotes, crows and tin cans 
all to do as the time pans.

Legs grow tired as they fall apart,
wishing for later’s pop tart.
Day is done, heading to the pizzeria
cheating with a Peter Piper pound pizza.

RED RUN Andres Rodriguez – 12th Grade
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Often times I do not know what to write
In time I will have plenty full rhymes
This is only going to get more bright
Call this a perfect poem it’s a crime
This is nothing new to me, I’m too good
About to blow up I’m on the come up
This is something I can do in the hood
About to go get this easy good dub
Nothing but these thoughts running through my head
Had plenty of time to come up with rhymes
I think it might be a crime, call the feds
Was just waiting for the perfect good times
I’m lost in this world thinking of these thoughts
If I don’t hurry up I will get caught
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I’ll call myself lucky to 
have your love    Jaelene Villalba – 12th Grade

I’ll call myself lucky to have your love 
To have you with me and feel your support
You are the best, out of all you’re above
And when I need you, you will always report
You brought me into this life, you are my angel 
I wish you could stay with me forever 
My beautiful queen, with you I’m really gainful
And happy, you are the best mother ever
You have been there with me since my day one 
I promise I’ll be always there for you 
To thank you for everything you have ever done
And show you I love you with my heart too
I will never stop thanking you for everything
You have done that makes my heart always ring.     

  M y  S we e t  L i t t L e  D ove          
A single shot separates life and death
Can one cross the line and not look away
One piece of metal can silence their breath
Like a hunter finally kills his prey
And as the target dies the sky turns grey 
For a split second people start mourning
But they keep moving down the same pathway 
You get used to it, to all the killing
I got used to it, came without warning 
My rifle is the only friend I need 
It’s the first thing I see in the morning 
It drives me, not for the rush or greed 
This next kill is for the one that I love
You took her from me, my sweet little dove 

M y  S we e t  L i t t L e  D ove          Joshua Borrego – 12th Grade



Night was cold as the heart of the lover 
Living life like the glorious mess
The imperfect sunshine had uncovered  
Feel its’s cold ugly twist and who would of guessed 
That the perfect simple friendship undressed 
The truth tearing attachments between moons
Creations of summer art were distressed
Havens glorious destination soon 
Ended with an unknowing afternoon 
Two moons consuming all the emotions 
Overflowing bittersweet inopportune 
Memories later revealed there notion  
Friends come and go, summer love disappears 
Leaving nothing behind but a single tear

Night was cold as the  
heart of the lover  Wendy Moreno – 12th Grade
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M y  P u P
Alyssa Avelar – 12th Grade

Adorable and always very kind
My dog and I are inseparable 
He is so rare and always on my mind 
Our bond has always been unbreakable
He will always be considered family 
He can make all my worries go away 
There is nothing about him that is unlovely 
He will always bring me up on any day
Cherish able memories to be kept forever
He can make me happy in one minute 
Picking you will be a day to remembr’ 
You were a puppy very small and cute 
You amaz’ me because you are a buffoon
And I would hate to see you go so soon



Paola Ramirez – 12th Grade

After all I have done for you, for us
After staying behind waiting alone

After giving you all my fucking trust
You left me forever, broken to the bone

Why did you promise to come back to me?
Why did you waste my fucking time like that?

The whole time you just wanted to be free
And me? I was just your fucking doormat 

No I am not mad you left me behind 
And I am not mad that you have moved on 

I’m just hurt that you have played with my mind
It just hurts to accept that you are gone 

I reuse to apologize to you 
This was all your fault, nothing I could do.

One day I saw Thomas the train outside, 
I ordered some tires online for my car,

I ran down the stairs since I was inside,
The conductor carried something for fires 

When I got to him I was very cold,
The train was stopped for a very long time, 

The conductor told me I was on hold,
They told me I had to leave at the chime

Once I got the tires I ran inside,
I ran to the garage to put them on,

They did not fit on my car so I cried,
I had no choice but to go to the pawn,

Maybe I’ll sell my car for race car,
I’ll start collecting money in a jar.

Luis Calzadillas – 12th Grade 
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Cold dark and alone sounds like a winters night 
Must I feel this way every hour and day 
I cant do this it is a constant fight 
The sad part is I cant win in any way 
To think to people believe in happy endings 
Sometimes I think of just ending my life 
I don’t get how people are happy living 
When I’m over here sitting down with a knife
But there is one thing that holding me back 
Until recently I did not believe
Then she came and put my life back on track 
She took my heart by surprise like a thief
Her presence warms me and makes a smile surface 
Now again my life has meaningful purpose 

Jugen Snudat – 12th Grade
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People live in pain everyday
Austin Batres – 12th Grade
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People live in pain everyday,
Working for no pay.
Children in the street,
No shoes for their feet.
Left to grow old,
To die in the cold,
Their stories left untold.
No help from the friends,
Hunted by the feds, 
The struggle never ends.
A young male,
Put his soul for sale.
All for the fame,
Was a true shame,
The goal was the game,
A famous rap name.
He dropped out,
Only for the clout.
He searched for an image,
But never found the finish.
He slipped to drugs,
Hung with thugs,
His parents just shrugged.
Their boy was gone,
The deed was done,
The parents had lost their son.



When I look into her eyes I see mars
Something that I’ve never seen before
Lips so bright reminds me of morning stars 
She is so beautiful will be forever more 
She walks in and blows my mind yea
The way she dresses looks so beautiful 
Her sexy scent that never fades away 
Can’t escape her gravitational pull
I needed you more than you can believe 
The sound of her voice is astonishing
I loved you more than you can conceive 
I want you to know that you’re the best thing 
She is my acquired taste like wild boar
I’ve never felt this way ever before  

I will proceed into making my life
Nothing will stop me from chasing a dream
I just want to be happy and not strife
Working everyday with my lovely team 
The start of this year’s season will begin 
No one will stop us from winning district 
We will feel our nerves going through our skin 
This will not feel real but it’s realistic 
Happiness and joy that’s what we will feel 
It will take hard work and dedication 
A great team and coach we will pray and kneel 
Every game will be pure concentration 
We will raise that trophy and keep going 
Nothing but wins and we will keep glowing.  

my Crush Alex Sanchez – 12th Grade 
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i wiLL proCeed iNto mAkiNg my LiFe
David Roman – 12th Grade 



remember
Alondra Mendoza – 12th Grade

i remember first time I met you
you growled at me and I swore with every cell in my body that I hated you

i remember the second time I met you
my breath came out in quick spurts but I was deliriously happy because I was 
safe with you 

i remember the third time I met you
i had just risked everything to get to you in time and even then i was almost too 
late 

i remember the fourth time I met you 
neither of us understood why exactly we were there or what was happening but 
we had each other and that was all that mattered 

i remember the fifth time I met you 
it was the last time I would see you for a long time and I couldn’t bring myself 
to say goodbye 

i remember the sixth time I met you 
we were too young to understand the meaning of the mathematical equation 
on the board but I couldn’t stop myself from asking you for help. we struggled 
together to figure it out 

i won’t remember the seventh time I meet you because I’ll never forget you gain 
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People sing and some dance so gracefully
With her choreography at whim, profound
With music, and her spins she is so dreamily
She twirls to the beat of the music without a sound  
She moves to the music if only she
Can hear although she has this lovey flow
Her dance moves shape her form; exquisitely
Just I looking at her smile makes my world glow
No music too hear, just a silent song
Made by the currents that she aptly glides along
The way shown by whichever one appeals
She dances to her own music beautiful
My muse to soul mate of my poetry

People sing and some dance so gracefully
Jenna Enriquez – 12th Grade

Going out with him is such a good time
Karen Contreras – 12th Grade
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Going out with him is such a good time
He makes me feel like I’m the only one
This love is described as the perfect crime
I’m so grateful he doesn’t have a man bun
When I see his eyes they melt inside mine
Like a popsicle on a sunny day
It is like the whole world just stopped in time
When I heard you say you loved me in May 
Never ever leave my side I love you
I never met someone so wonderful
Please don’t forget that my love is so true
So lover hold my fragile heart careful
Hold it as if it was your treasured glass
Hold it in your perfect gentle stone grasp



SEPARATION
Genevieve Centeno – 12th Grade

“Your dad and I are getting a divorce,” she said.
I was numb. After the words tumbled out of my 
mother’s mouth, all feeling was lost. I sat silently 
situated in the passenger seat as the dreaded tears 
dare drip onto my lap.

A vacuum sucked all the air out of the car
I was incapable of breathing. This had to be 
Some sort of sick joke. “We are going to be 
fine living at grandma’s,” she said, truthfully, 
I doubted her with every fiber of my body.
How could she possibly believe that? Her smile
was forced, trying hard to convince herself this
was true.

How could I accept the fact we were leaving
my father? My brother leaving for college 
and I was abandoning the only home I had
ever known. My life now demolished by the 
wrecking ball of reality. My home was never 
perfect but I was happy, shouldn’t that have 
been enough?

The screams still heard through the thin walls 
as I collected the memories of my life in small
boxes. My brother comforting me cautiously in 
his bedroom, drowning out the fighting with the
television. Maybe this change could be good
for us. Maybe my mom would be happy again. 
Only time would tell.

Finally figuring out the purpose behind my 
parent’s separation, I developed more respect
for my mother. I am not the nine-year-old girl I
was eight years ago. I understand.
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Something so warm can make you feel so cold
Noel Jacquez – 12th Grade

My truck is the most important thing to me
Jaime Andres Lucero – 12th Grade
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Something so warm can make you feel so cold 
Pointless pictures meaningless dates, all smiles
3 high school year’s gone, so young feeling old
Futures changed as I walk for some miles 
Lurking memories roaming in my head 
Still hoping it is a bad dream, wake up 
Favorite drink, sweet ice tea favorite color, red
My favorite picture of us, holding pups
Bad thoughts, bad intentions, long sad dark road 
Wanting to hurt for being hurt, but can’t 
Our laughs the memories our secret codes 
Kept me up, held me down, made me not rant
Found myself, then left myself, missing you
Found my love, then lost myself, miss your views 

My truck is the most important thing to
me. My Grandpa gave it to me when he
past away. It is very old and makes do.
It is the best thing to happen to me.
It takes me everywhere possible.
It uses a lot of gas but is nice,
And beautiful. It is very capable
to do anything, like drive on thin ice.
It has been through hell and back for many years
with all of its original parts there.
It is also standard, and has four gears.
I show my truck a lot of love and care.
It can drive really fast, and very smooth.
It is my favorite thing to tell you the truth.



See You Then
Monica Montes – 12th Grade
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It started out as a spark, a small connection that brought us together.
A story that would be imprinted on my heart forever.
The world did not accept us for who we were,
We were looked down upon on, mistreated, it was quite a blur.
But we stuck with each other because our love was the kind you do not give up 
on.

We went to the beach on a winter day.
You were interested in the shells and the waves.
You told me to be like the ocean and come back to you,
Even when they pull me away, always come back to you.
But that little spark grew into flames.

I no longer heard your laughs
All I heard were the bombings and the screams of my men.
I no longer felt the warmth of your body
All I felt was the constant fear of not surviving another day.
I kept my picture of you tucked in my helmet, my love.
Sometimes, it was enough to calm the terrors from the war.

I did not come back to you, not fully.
You tried to understand, tried to get through me.
I wanted so badly to go back to the way things were.
But everything around me caused my stomach to stir.
Because of me, you got desperate and spent nights crying.

So, I left you one morning, thinking that I was not worth your time.
After all, fixing what is already broken would be a crime.
We did not speak for nine full years
And the world had changed, became more clear
Although people like us were able to hold hands like others,
It still left the public in uncomfortable wonders.

I thought I could forget you
I convinced myself this was for the best.



Then I received a call with the mention of your name.
And just like that, my world collapsed.
I had to see you. I had to see you one last time.

I rushed to the hospital as fast as I could, my love.
You were pale, your eyes were sunken, your voice was raspy.
Some would say, this was God’s punishment for our kind
For this disease was incurable and there was nothing that could be done.
I still remember being afraid that you would be angry with me for leaving.

I apologized to you in raging tears
And you told me “Don’t ever apologize for us.”
You said I made you so happy.
We did our best, gave it our best try,
And it was really beautiful.

The world simply had different plans for us.
I stayed with you until your very last breath.
I sang your favorite song which was once our anthem.
I heard the final beeping of the machine.
The nurses came rushing in, ready to escort me
But I could not move.

Saying goodbye did not feel right, my love.
You always hated goodbyes.
So with a broken heart and a shaky smile,
I held you one last time and instead whispered,
“See you then.”
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Pushing through a snow as deeP as weeds
           Victoria Nunez – 12th Grade

Haters react when they’re getting attacked 
       Alex Villalobos – 12th Grade

Pushing through a snow as deep as weeds
Or sand that blows and swirls and falls in mounds,
I follow cloudy breath across the field
Then turn my gaze back to the lighted house.
Where cheerful shine the windows on a night
So clear that crystals hang upon the air 
And catching in my lashes make me bright
Or is it from the welcome waiting there?
Beneath the clear black sky so far above
Amid the weight of winter’s ice have
My nighttime winter walk, this lonely love
Reminds me of my need for fellow man.
Till then I turn from solitary roam.
And seek the blazing heart fires of my home.

Haters react when they’re getting attacked
My Haters they are my motivators
Don’t come at me, l will make you fallback
I tell all my haters see you later
Keep walking keep talking turn back around
I keep it real and that’s a promise
Do not put me down you are just a clown
If you take a hit, just know you will miss
Haters will hate me because they ain’t me
Hated by plenty, wanted by many
They hate because they can’t have and can’t be
Despite who envies I’m loved by twenty
I say see you later to my haters
Cause I’m as fierce as an alligator
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Trapped inside your own little bubble
Definite struggle of a teenager
The modern youth’s daily troubles
Coming home to bed is like your savior
On days when you feel like you’ve gone astray
Colorless days seem to be eternal
You’re just not in the mood to start your day
The thoughts that cloud your mind are infernal
Doing what you love brings you great delight
True colors arise when there’s no limits 
Frustrations and worries meet their demise 
You’re so focused, it lifts your spirits
At last your fate is clear, nothing to fear
You continue to live your life with cheer

Trapped inside your own little bubble
Karina Yapor – 12th Grade

Diamond in the Rough
Belle Solis – 12th Grade
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Maybe you feel as if you
do not belong here, 
Maybe someone said that 
“you are better off dead”
Maybe even your family
makes you feel like nothing. 

But please forget about 
the knife. 
Please throw away 
the rope. 
And please stay here... 
with me 

I give you these words 
‘cause I cherish you 
I will give all the love you
thought wasn’t for you
I will give you everything 
‘cause you are worth way more

You’re the diamond in the rough
that a Disney princess loves. 
You’re the National Treasure
Nicolas Cage is searching for. 
You are the Lost City of Atlantis 
that everyone wants to see. 

Live for those you love and
for those who love you. 
Live for your future 
because it is bright 
Live for yourself ‘cause
You’ll make this world better.



Oh how I hate this bricked confining place.
Daythan Schwartz – Grade 12

Everything was really dark in that place
Alira V. Vargas – Grade 12

Oh how I hate this bricked confining place.
The very home of learning sends me chills.
All this potential has gone ‘ways in waste.
And failed to raise the children above hills.
The sickened and blinded brain continues,
To try to take command and lead the flock.
While carelessness ignores all their values.
That make the young minds wait for the damned clock.
Yet the past still engulfs the false leaders,
Setting a broken way that does not work.
Still forcing their ignorance on teachers.
Who must follow that makes the kids bezerk.
Come you fools spread your stubbornness on us.
For we will be punished for our own fuss.
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Everything was really dark in that place
I was alone. There was nobody to call
I started running as if it was a race
It turned darker. I could not talk at all
I was in pain. Something was hurting me.
Nothing to do but to cry alone now
What was that room? Where was the little key?
I need to find to proudly get out
Finally, there was a shadow coming
I tried calling it. I tried screaming too
The shadow was coming. It was a thing
I could not believe it, but it was true
Suddenly, I started to feel the good air
It was nothing but a bad nightmare



Sometimes I wake up and feel 
Sometimes I don’t 

Sometimes I wonder if i’ll make it through the day
Sometimes I don’t

Sometimes I have a really good day
Sometimes I don’t

Sometimes I realize feeling this is okay
Sometimes I don’t

S o m e t i m e s
Alondra Mendoza – 12th Grade

Standing alone staring at the plain wall
Miguel Meza – 12th Grade
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Standing alone staring at the plain wall
Staring fixes nothing, crazy people
Crazy thoughts flood my brain over a call
Driven me so far, stuck like a staple 
Usually finding myself to be alone
A lot of people hate being lonely 
All to myself questioning being home
Only wish that a group would know me 
I hate being alone, no one only myself
I’ve been shown no love, just need a warm hug
Parents say it’s really bad for my health 
Feeling lonely but thinking resulting to drugs
See I’m in the land of lonely you see 
If you alone come along and be at peace 



The world is an insane place now, 
how come?       Julian Marin – 12th Grade

So blue, so deep, interesting to see
Angel Torres – 12th Grade

So blue, so deep, interesting to see
I see a ship sail away at morning
Why cannot many see the true beauty? 
So lovely to see the creatures swimming
I’d rather be in water then in land
How lovely it would be mer-man 
But for now I will be here in the sand
Laying and sleeping while I tan 
I wonder how many creatures there are 
Such a huge undiscovered area
I’ll be approaching from a far 
Thoughts of the unknown brings hysteria 
I cannot wait to go and swim all day 
But for now that’s ball I have to say 
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The world is an insane place now, how come?
Everyone is lost with no future sought
Our fears are sneaking up while we all run
We wake up from bed stressing with bad thoughts
All of us, stand together and be brave
Have hope change the world, were stuck in a loop
The world needs a change and we have to save
But it’s sad to say no one is a troop
I hate this place and don’t care for a thing
I’m not mad or sad I’m a god damn man
I changed my mind and woke up from this dream
Satan is my friend I’m his biggest fan
Now I like insane you could name me “fool”
I Love the world now for being so cruel



Like my favorite season soft and rough
I knew my heart would be safe with you
I never imagined this would be tough 
But no one has held me the way you do
You make me laugh and explode all at once
I found you at the perfect time in life
It all seems this is where it’s all begun
One day I hope to be your future wife
Hopefully this time will be my last
And just like your smile is my favorite
Can’t wait for our future to be a blast
Every moment with you I’ll savor it
I will forever be all that you need
I promise to always help you succeed 

Like my favorite season soft and rough
Xotchil Saenz – 12th Grade
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Twins towering high in the sky
On a sunny morning, cars
Honking due to road rage 
Tapping shoes in a hurry
People hollering for a cab
A perfect day would soon turn 
Gray, and all shall plummet
Sisters standing strong, at the center 
Of the city, impaled, one by one
Giant metal birds manipulated by
Strangers from overseas with a 
Dark purpose, to see a 
Mighty nation crash and crumble
Dust and debris devour everything
Dark gray clouds cover the sky
People fleeing the livid scene
Lamenting the ended lives caused by
The infamous Middle Eastern men
Where is our hero, our protector
Not one but many, live among us

TWINS 
TOWERING 
HIGH IN 
THE SKY
Karina Yapor – 12th Grade



The crème white snow reminds me of the days
Jose Loera – 12th Grade

No one sees the stories we hide behind 
Jannett Lugo – 12th Grade

The crème white snow reminds me of the days
I would go to the back and build a fort 
I would also go outside to run and play
Sadly I live in El Paso so winters short
I would make a small snowman in the yard
While adorning him with a scarf and cap
Being young and thinking like a bard
Using my imagination I would rap
When I was done I would return inside 
Took off all my jackets and grabbed a seat
Had my fun by the fireplace where I’d dry
Watching tv, warmed up by the hot heat
At night in bed looked out my window to see
The glistening snow shining just for me
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No one sees the stories we hide behind 
Stories we try to hide so no one knows 
To forgive and forget to not rewind 
The memories that become the red rose 
The rose that begins the road of unknown 
The unknown that becomes the beginning 
The beginning that starts the new tone
The tone that is used has big imprinting
Problems may cause love ones to cry in pain 
Pain will cause them to become someone new
The new one will become like a bloodstain 
The people will be sad and become blue
Nothing will be the same as before this 
When the red rose dies it will be miss



Since the day we met I knew my life changed. 
The way we spent every day together,
How the feelings we had were unexplained.
How we’d kiss in the beautiful weather. 
How we looked in each other’s eyes at night. 
Or how I missed you when we were apart.
When I only wanted to hold you tight. 
I only saw you like a piece of art. 
Though now, times have changed for us two.
You were the only one who showed me love.
I always thought that you and I were true.
Now the way we loved, is all I think of.
You said to me you would leave me never.
Now being together is now never. 

s i N C e  t h e  d Ay  w e  m e t  i  k N e w  m y  L i F e  C h A N g e d . 
Isaac Lerma  – 12th Grade

 I t  w a s  a s  o f  w I n d s  b l o w I n g  m e  a w a y
Jose Monarez  – 12th Grade
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It was as of winds blowing me away
Too fast to even realize what I did
I could not have waited for a delay
But I was just a foolish little kid.
So just like sticks and stones may break my bones
The sound of you may make me want to break
But I was looking at the devils horns
All I could do was be nothing but fake.
Day by day every second was a shame
Could not stand but to look at the bright side
But I felt that I was full of some fame
And now look at you, looking at that guy.
So I will remove your caller ID
And be glad, that I am finally free.



He’s coming home, my best friend’s almost here
The emptiness in the room, will be filled
The thought of not seeing you is what I feared 
You’re finally home and we should be thrilled 
We all prayed for your safety everyday
I always kept our memories close to me 
I missed you tons while you were away 
You’re my hero, someone I want to be 
Thank you for all the sacrifices you’ve made
I want to be the best because of you 
The excitement I feel doesn’t ever fade 
As I doze off the thought of you came through 
The thought of you leaving tears me apart 
Every second you’re away, you’re near my heart

h e ’ s  C o m i N g  h o m e ,  m y  b e s t  F r i e N d ’ s  A L m o s t  h e r e 
Brianna Rodriguez – 12th Grade

A l l  D e c e m b e r  n i g h t s  t h e  s n o w  w A s  f A l l i n g
Jasmine Frias – 12th Grade

8080

All December nights the snow was falling,
Small snowflakes sticking onto the windshield.
Groups of people walking and caroling,
Some driving passed a meadow of snowfields.
Families snuggled up around the tree
Drinking hot chocolate, warm and joyful. 
With hanging lights that everyone can see, 
Carolers belt out notes so beautiful.
Piled up under a warm winter coat,
Children play outside with hopes of more snow.
Sealing up letters to Santa they wrote, 
With so much laughter inside them they glow.
With only best wishes and joy, no fear 
This has to be the best time of the year. 



YEAR
Alondra Mendoza – 12th Grade

T o  p u T  m y  f e e l i n g s  o n T o  p e n  a n d  p a d
Julian Vazquez – 12th Grade
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fourteen years my bones have creaked 
filled with the need 
to burst 

fifteen years my mind has raced
trying to understand
you

sixteen years my lips have trembled 
arming sentences filled
with hate
 
seventeen years I have struggled 
to find hope
in my tired body

To put my feelings onto pen and pad
Would be almost impossible to do
Words can’t describe how often I feel sad
I feel too afraid to share them with you
At times I feel life is simply too tough
A break is something that I just can’t get
When I lock myself away in a huff
I’m reminded of all that I regret
Maybe one day, the gray will change to blue
The sun will come out and shine once again
Only thing we need is a different view
Then we take one step closer to the end
I wish our outcome could have been different
Because now I feel insignificant



W i t h  Y o u 
Michelle Salazar – 12th Grade 

W a r  S o n n e t 
Raul Romero – 12th Grade 
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Waking up on a Saturday morning
Cuddling and still hearing the birdies
While getting hot chocolate that is warming
Stayed all afternoon watching old movies
Capturing amazing moments in the snow
Never would have thought it would be with you
Always felt this way little did you know…  
Now we together, we are stuck like glue          
Hats and mittens with a couple of treats
Staring into the beautiful dark sky
Back in the bed with these comfortable sheets
Never looking forward to that goodbye
Fallin asleep with you is my favorite
I’m hoping these moments you savor it

War, a word to always be scared about
Full of loss, anger, fear and destruction
Near the battle zone, the dead makes a shout
Soldiers march, to burning hell’s direction
Strong armies move forward on the killing
Innocent people risk their lives and die
The soldier’s hearts and souls don’t stop shrinking
Without knowing they will fight for a lie
War is a lie, to raise against each other
Ambitious people don’t care about life
We are supposed to love one another
Instead, we jump at each other with a knife
As a holy and wise carpenter tells
We must share the love with everyone else



YOUR EYES .
Athziry Corral – 12th Grade
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I look in your eyes; I see more than blue
I don’t see myself reflected, or behold
A void soul searching hard for love untrue
In your eyes I see life that won’t grow old.

I see a reflection of hope for life 
A deep feeling of a very strong love
You wish the world to cease all of its strife
Your eyes ask if there is help from above.

Inside your eyes I feel a warm embrace;
A place that I can feel safe and at home
This love is show through your entire face
No longer do I feel the need to roam.

Your eyes show me a young and loving man,
Whose knowledge is more than his year have spanned. 



Winter is wonderful because it’s cold.
All of the icicles hanging glistening.
I could sit and just watch till I get old.
All of the blistering heat is missing.
Despite the cold and all of the white frost,
We go outside and play with mushy snow.
We don’t come in till the snow has been tossed,
Then we do go inside the fire will glow.
And warm up all of our frozen faces.
Drinking hot chocolate the cups steaming.
Then after dinner we tie our laces.
Preparing to run outside all running.
That’s why I love winter because it’s fun.
Mostly because there is almost no sun.

Winter sonnet
Erick Rodriguez – 12th Grade

Waking up I see the sun rising slow
Joe Duran – 12th Grade
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Waking up I see the sun rising slow 
Through the window it peeks through the shutters
Outside I hear the birds chirp as the wind blows
All I see is the mess and the clutter
Days keep flying by over and over
Every day as I awake I see grey
Same routine this life is like a boulder
This is not the price I wanted to pay
As the moon and the night sky settle in
The city and her lights have come alive
The cool breeze passes me kissing my skin
And I begin to hear the people thrive
Now it’s here the beginning of the end
Now it’s my time to finally transcend 



Winter Diminished
Michael Sanchez – 12th Grade

Time
 Jorge Saenz – 12th Grade
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The nice, cold, white snow storm like a cloak
Descends to the side world, Hair to feet
It gives the life another windy sheet
It buried all the heads until the smoke
Almost the soul that’s from its rock, has broke
Its breeds sun like upon the summer wheat
And viewing all the skies in their retreat
To roof and mantle the shivering folk…
With windy gloom it fills the meanest grooves
As the snowflakes hit, I here every sound 
Its silence to the foot step of a run
Sweet charity that lightens where it moves
Inducing the darkest bits of cold grounds
Winter diminishes, here comes the sun.

My name is feeling like pass the nature,
The change also pass for me difficult,
They not know what is my real denature,
And never the same thing as with adult.
I feel the experience that the people plod,
I take all decisions in the planet,
Nobody have control of me just god,
Inside of me have remembers of limits.
You know how I travel very speedy
Listen to me everting I did for you,
The change is different with greedy,
Always my heaven is the color blue.
They does stories and picture of my past,
In the universe I take of at last.



This Is Me Syleste Luevano – 12th Grade
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When you’re young,
until you leave your parents’ wings, 
you’re told who you’re going to be. 
You’re a Christian. 
You will go to church every Sunday,
 and join the Youth for Christ at your school.
You will be in football. 
Make sure you make the Varsity team and get a Scholarship. 
You will be in Orchestra. 
Practicing for 4 hours as soon as you get home,
will make you incomparable to the rest of your class. 
I will be in every club in school. 
I will change my wardrobe, 
put some make-up on,
 and make friends with everyone I meet.
And if I don’t? 
I become a disappointment to my family. 
To those who made me the pawn to accomplish what they had not. 
You are the Christian leader at school. 
A Christian who loves science and finds Evolution more fascinating than a man 
with a beard who can walk on water.
You’re the football captain. 
The Captain who has a secret passion for theatre and can recite Macbeth’s lines 
better than the plays for a game on Friday. 
You’re the top chair violinist in the county. 
Unrivaled by anyone who challenges you, but your heart melts at the sight of a 
freshly sharpened pencil drawing the fine details of a cathedral.
Me? 



I am in one club with my best friend.
I still wear the same outfits, a hoodie with jeans and converse. I hate wearing 
make-up except for some eyeliner every now and then. My friends are very few 
and I would not change them for the world. 
Everyone is their own being, with individual personalities.
To be told who and what to be is being trapped within yourself. 
Watching your life go by like a movie through your eyes, 
unable to take control of the scene at hand. 
Your decisions should represent who you are 
and not the people around you.
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The Stars and the Stripes
Paola Ramirez – 12th Grade
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Why would we want war?
Why let it get this far? 
Think of their rotting scars, 
All for the stripes and stars.
He has hauled out of this place,
Leaving me in huge disgrace.
Leaving me lost without his touch,
Longing for his return and such.
Long letters leave my mailbox,
The envelopes feel as heavy as rocks.
My heart heavy with horrible pain.
It’s always a struggle to get through the day.
His clothes no longer carry his scent.
Look at everything he has spent.
Recognize all of the sacrifice,
Not only on his side.
It is mine which one should consider,
Which has turned me bitter.
It has taken my heart away.
It stomps on it day by day.
Our last goodbye still haunts me,
It creeps and crawls calling me,
It screams my name day and night,
Not letting me sleep right.
And why? Why did he leave me behind?
All for the stars and stripes. 



Tonight I see you float across the room
My palms do sweat and I can feel you glow 
Our eyes might meet and then my heart will bloom 
My love for you a never ending flow.
You touch my hand and I try not to shake 
The way you make me feel is like a dream 
And in the dream my world is about to quake
Because you are my sun my lovely gleam.
I hope one day that we can be a pair 
And never will ever have to part
We will make a home, leave the world behind 
And always will you be there in my heart
And well you never disappear from heart and mind.
I really hope we never be part because I chose you from all the rest
Because you know I well really love you the best.   

Why is this feeling still messing me up?  
My girl on my mind, trust issues inside  
Hours haunting me, why am I a grownup?
I’ll do them I say, but put them outside 
I feel the pressure, I know the pressure 
You’re not graduating, them haters say
Fake friends might need to be extra fresher
Faith is needed, but I do need to pray 
My girl on my nerves my mom on my mind
Wish I could be successful to make it 
Guess I’ll go ahead and reach for that grind 
Mom look, you never thought I’d be a hit
I think I’m scared of what the future holds
I guess I will just see what the future unfolds   

Why is this feeling still messing me up?  
Fabian Sanchez – 12th Grade

Tonight I see you float across the room
Christian Dominguez – 12th Grade
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Lay I here under the twinkling moonlight
Thinking of the universe and the sky
The bliss now gone then appears the twilight
Suddenly my vision clears my mind dry
My thoughts now diminished by the sunshine
Dark thoughts come at night and torment my mind
Light seeping in taking my mind offline
On goes daily life mind never behind
Time goes by still in frozen affect 
By the darkness hiding behind the day
In a daze I am able to reflect
Evening comes lightness starts to sway away
Again my mind awakes along with the stars
Thoughts once again making me feel the scars

My heart’s a scale that measures love and hate
Cosette Whitley – 12th Grade

The Stars Thoughts
Anahi Moreno – 12th Grade

My heart’s a scale that measures love and hate 
Each in the full supply I hold for thee
And though the hatred has tremendous weight
I find its counterbalances perfectly
Your base transgressions can’t be wiped away
And yet I wish to pardon every crime
Your presence stains my nerves, why must you stay
And make confused the shameful and sublime?
My mind retreats up to the twinkling stars 
Instead of places that that befit the wise 
I dream of days before our love was marred 
By infidelities and sordid lies
Too fanciful to learn that, should we part 
The load of problems you’d lift off my heart
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You came into my life out of the blue
You hurt me in the worst way possible 
Who knew I’d be so crazy over you 
Felt like we had a bond that was conjugal
We have been in an ongoing cycle, now 
You want me one day, forget me the next 
This love has me feeling so hurt and low
You always have me feeling so perplexed 
We try again and we are perfectly fine 
We are going to work this time for good
I know we are walking on a thin line 
We’re working on our flaws, I knew we could 
Please do not begin to get so distant 
You know you can break me in an instant 

The days seem to be longer without you
Reyna Estrada – 12th Grade

You came into my life out of the blue
Vada Garcia – 12th Grade
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The days seem to be longer without you,
And my heart is as cold as the breezy wind,
Now a days all I can see is the view,
All I was is that you don’t leave me behind,
I wish that you were here with me right now,
I hope you smile and remember us two, 
The second question I ask now is how, 
How can you leave me feeling so much blue?
It’s funny how memories make you cry,
Life doesn’t stop after losing someone,
A simple hello turned into bye,
I lost you as quick as a hit-and-run,
When I lost you my whole life came falling,
It made me feel as if I was dying. 



The world always seems to be against me
Genevieve Centeno – 12th Grade

As I begin to wake up my eyes open
Jacob Ayala – 12th Grade

The world always seems to be against me
What I do will never be good enough
It is so hard to let go and be free
Why did I get stuck with a life so tough?
I cannot be a diamond in the rough
I try so hard to be perfect for them
Always acting strong but they call my bluff
So, my mood is usually pretty glum.
I want to stop faking my emotions 
Finally stop trying to please everyone 
For once be happy with my own actions,
I will not let myself be overrun.
Nobody will take advantage of me,
I will not be the girl I used to be.
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As I begin to wake up my eyes open
I get out of my bed, today is great
I see the white snow, my pool is frozen
I look at my clock and see that I’m late
I rush downstairs and quickly brush my teeth
I put on my jeans, and layer with jackets
I step outside and see smoke as I breathe
Start my car trying not to make a racket
I patiently wait as my car gets warmed up
I speed through traffic, swerving in the snow
I back out and almost ran over a pup
I arrive at school, teacher says hello
I sit down in my chair and wait for class
I look out the window, snow on the grass



You always brought out all the good in me 
From us being friends to us going on a date
Beautiful eyes as blue as the sea
From the beginning you were my soulmate
The one to hear all my jokes, my best friend
The one who heals me when I’m weak and ill
In the bedroom I love the way you bend
When you scratch my back it gives me the chills
As time passes by we’ve gotten closer
I cannot be without you we are one
As we grow our love grows like a rosier
When I made you mine I hit a Home RUN
Being in love has always been scary
Though being scared is better than being sorry

For soccer we play in the freezing cold 
We train all day long until there’s no sun 
Our team is full of seniors, damn we’re old 
Hopefully this season is full of fun 
My teammates keep me warm during gam days 
We will all go out to play college ball 
Coach may not say it but I am her fav 
We have been working on it since the fall 
This will be our year to show what we got 
Five best friends sharing the field one last time 
I wish we could play in the spring when it’s hot 
We are all looking to finish and sign 
It’s time to say good bye to my best friends 
This chapter was nice but it’s time to end 

For soccer we play in the freezing cold
Kathia Mendoza – 12th Grade

You always brought out all the good in me
Edgar Ortiz – 12th Grade
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SCRIPTS



Narrator: It is midnight and all the zodiac signs have decided to have their council meeting. 
For once, their meeting has purpose, needing to address a problem. All twelve zodiac signs 
were invited except Ophiuchus. 

Aries:(motions his horns towards the table) Everyone take your seats.

Pisces:(glaring through his fishbowl) Really?

Every zodiac sign gathers around. Aquarius sits with her bowl of water, Sagittarius sits with 
his bow and arrows and Libra balances her scales. Virgo sits with her legs crossed, and the 
Gemini twins share a chair. Capricorn sits on the ground along with Leo, Taurus, and Aries. 
Scorpio is lifted to a chair.

Capricorn: You all know why we’re gathered here today, right?”

Cancer: Ummm, sure?”

Aries: It’s for this new comer. Ophiuchus.”

Leo: More like Ophi-YUCK-us, ey? Ey?

Sagittarius: EYYYY

Aries:(shakes head in disappointment) For those of you who haven’t heard, there is a new 
zodiac sign among us. He is taking over November 29 through December 17

Sagittarius: Wait….those are my days!

Scorpio: Who does this guys even think he is?

Aquarius: Now now guys. Let’s talk this out calmly.

Gemini twin number 1:  We should give him a chance. See what this guy is about

Aries: I don’t like the idea of someone interrupting our order. Ophiuchus should have come to 
me first.

Libra: *points to Aries* Not everything is about you, Aries. We need balance

Cancer: I agree. Maybe he has good intentions.

Taurus: Ha, I don’t care about any of this. As long as I have April 20 through May 20, I’m 

THE SNAKE BEARER
Monica Montes – 12th Grade
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good mah dudes

Leo: Me neither. Sucks to suck

Aries: You do realize that Ophiuchus will change everything right? We would have to change 
our positions.

Virgo: *looking up* What’s that supposed to mean?

Capricorn: *clears his throat* It means, we would no longer be the same zodiac signs. 
Sagittarius would primarily be replaced with Ophiuchus.

Sagittarius: *wearily* I don’t like this anymore

Capricorn: Libra, you’d be Virgo

Libra: You’re saying I’d have to be the Virgin?

Leo: *snickers* Too late for that

Capricorn: And Scorpio would be Libra.

Scorpio: Balance? Screw balance. I want total and complete control of EVERYTHING.

Libra: You want to see balance? *lifts both middle fingers towards Leo and Scorpio*

Leo: *gasps* How dare you. I will fight.

Aquarius: *rolls eyes* You guys are being so 
dramatic. It’s annoying. 

Pisces: Maybe Ophiuchus is a handsome fella

Gemini twin number 1: Maybe he’s kind and just 
believes we need improvement in the accuracy of 
our people.

Gemini twin number 2: OR maybe he’s selfish 
and wants to ruin everything. There are both 
sides to consider.

Cancer: What even is he? Is he an animal? Is he a 
person?
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Capricorn: He is the snake bearer.

(faint gasp among the crowd)

Leo: Snakes? Coincidence? I think not. He’s a snake himself. He should be eliminated.

Gemini twin number two: Agreed. Off with his head.

Sagittarius: It’s a no from me.

Scorpio: (raises fist in the air) Booooo!

Aries: (shushes everyone) Everyone calm down.

(crowd silences)

Taurus: (raises hand) According to this information, does this mean I’d be Aries? Because I’d 
be ok with that. I mean, I’d be number one suckers.

Libra: I say we invite Ophiuchus and settle this fairly.

Gemini number 1: I agree

Capricorn: All those in favor in inviting Ophiuchus to this meeting?

(Everyone raises their hands except for Aries, Sagittarius, Gemini twin number 2, Scorpio, 
and Leo)

Capricorn: Then I guess we invite Ophiuchus then. Who volunteers to get him?

Aries: (sighs) I’ll do it.

(Aries marches out of the room, leaving the signs waiting in anticipation. After several 
minutes, he walks back in with a large man behind him. The man is bald and has a white 
beard tainted with gray strands in the middle. He is muscular and wears a knee-length tunic 
that is short sleeved. Snakes are wrapped around his arms and legs)

Aries: Ladies, gentlemen, and animals...Ophiuchus.

Pisces: (whispering) Not as handsome as I had hoped.

Aquarius: He looks scary.

Virgo: You’re telling me.  He’s giving me Medusa vibes.
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Ophiuchus: (looks around in curiosity)

Sagittarius: Hey, you! What’s the big idea? Why have you suddenly appeared and taken my 
days?

Ophiuchus: I see I’ve caused trouble among you.

Taurus: (sarcastically) You think? When did you even appear?

Ophiuchus: I have been here since the 1970’s.

Leo: You lie.

Ophiuchus: (snapping) Am not! 

Scorpio: Woah, he gets angry really fast.

Ophiuchus: I have secretly been among you and most people don’t even know I exist. What 
seems to be the problem? 

Aries: The problem is that we have reports of people choosing your sign now. They say you’re 
more accurate than Sagittarius.

Ophiuchus: Can you blame them?

Taurus: What? 

Ophiuchus: I represent the god of Apollo who struggled with the snake that guarded the 
Oracle of Delphi at her temple. This signifies humans wrestling to gain access to the high 
truths. That is exactly what you all are doing right now. Struggling to accept the truth that 
I’m more accurate for some people.

Virgo: I mean...I guess that makes sense. 

Taurus: Not human, though.

Leo: Me neither.

Aries: Nope.

Pisces: (swims in bowl) Try again.

Cancer: (snaps his claws)
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Ophiuchus: Seriously? You’re missing the point here. Human or not, the people are accepting 
me and there’s nothing you can do about it. You don’t have to change positions.

Gemini twin number two: And if the whole world starts to accept you?

Ophiuchus: Then, and only then, will we have a true meeting that will matter. Please do not 
be bothered by my presence. A larger portion of people refuse to believe in me anyways. I 
will do you all no harm just like I’ve done all these years.

Cancer: Ok, but you could be lying. What a snake.

Ophiuchus: What can I do to prove myself?

Capricorn: How about you stay out of the 
charts? You’re clearly trying to invade our 
order and you’ve done something to make 
people turn against Sagittarius. 

Ophiuchus: I swear I did not. I am just 
as surprised as you that people actually 
consider themselves an Ophiuchus. 

Pisces: Are you, really?

Libra: (shrugs) He’s not so bad.

Virgo: Eh.

Cancer: He’s right. In the end, there are 
tons of Sagittarius out there.

Aquarius: Yeah, I suppose we can give him 
a chance.

Ophiuchus: I would never think I’m better 
than you Sagittarius. 

Sagittarius: But why my days?

Ophiuchus: Ask the astronomers. 

Aries: Ok, you know what? All those in favor of leaving Ophiuchus alone?
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(Everyone raises their hand reluctantly)

Leo: I still don’t like you. 

Sagittarius: It’s still a no from me but whatever.

Scorpio: You seem nice enough.

Libra: Just as long as you don’t disrupt the balance around here too much, we’re good. 
Everyone deserves a chance though. 

Ophiuchus: Thank you everyone.

Taurus: Yeah yeah, just get out of here.

(Ophiuchus leaves, his snakes hissing at them)

Narrator: The Zodiac Signs go back to their stations, discussing about Ophiuchus. They all 
come to the agreement that they were making a big deal out of nothing. Besides, no one has 
to switch their signs. Or at least that’s what they all believed. Ophiuchus smirks in delight as 
he goes to his station. The Snake Bearer has huge plans and his first major step is complete.
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Isaiah: What up, B?

Lalo: Not much, man. How’s it going?

Isaiah: It’s alright. So we going to Wendy’s or what?

Lalo: Um yeah I guess. You got cash?

Isaiah: Bitch, I wouldn’t be asking if I didn’t have bills. 

Lalo: Hey, calm down, calm down. Don’t forget what happened last time we went out. I’m 

still recovering from the trauma.

Isaiah: Aye it’s not my fault my sister used my card without telling me.

Lalo: And it’s not my fault that your dumbass wasted all your money on gummy bears but 

guess who still payed for your damn burger last time.

Isaiah: Alright alright. 

Lalo: How much you got?

Isaiah: $10

Lalo: Cash?

Isaiah: Told you I got bills, boy.

Lalo: So Wendy’s?

Isaiah: If you want.

Lalo: Well I’m supposed to be going out tomorrow and I’ve only got $20. I got to budget.

Isaiah: Who you going out with. Is Lalo pimping again?

Lalo: Oh yeah right. I’m going out with some friends in the morning. To Denny’s.

Isaiah: Since when do you have friends?

Lalo: Hey! You still owe me money from last week, not to mention all the gas money from 

taking your antagonistic ass out every week. I don’t have to drive you home.

Isaiah: Oh no. Is Big Pimp gonna hit me with the backhand?

Lalo: (chuckles) Alright. Seriously though, I’m not going to spend no more than $5 tonight 

t h e  d o u g h  d e b A C L e 
Javier Gallegos – 12th Grade
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and I’m not trying to get full off of a few 

chicken nuggets and some apple sauce.

Isaiah: Well what’s cheap?

Lalo: I was thinking pizza. We could get 

a whole box for $5. So cheap that even 

if you pay, you’d still owe me.

Isaiah: You talking about Little 

Caesar’s?

Lalo: Yeah.

Isaiah: No.

Lalo: What do you mean no?

Isaiah: I’m not going to Little Caesar’s. 

They don’t deserve my business.

Lalo: Don’t deserve your business? What 

the hell kind of beef do you have with Little Caesar’s?

Isaiah: I went last week and they didn’t have any pizza. 

Lalo: What the hell do you mean they didn’t have any pizza? Are you sure your dumbass 

wasn’t at Taco Bell?

Isaiah: Yes fool, I was at Little Caesar’s. They close at 10:00 and I got there at 9:45 and 

there was no pizza. No one was even there when I first walked in. I just stood there like a 

dumbass for a minute before one of them came from out the back and when I asked her for a 

pizza, she said they ran out of pizza. No dough. I was like “Bitch! How the hell do you run out 

of pizza! That’s all you make.”

Lalo:  (laughs) That’s what you get for snaking me on that burger.

Isaiah: Shut up, it wasn’t funny. I wanted a damn pizza.

Lalo: So what’d you do?
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Isaiah: I waited?

Lalo: Waited for what?

Isaiah: For them to make me my god damn pizza!

Lalo: (laughing) They weren’t going to make you a pizza. Their shift ended in 15 minutes.

Isaiah: Exactly! They were still getting paid. They get paid made to make pizza. That’s all 

they contribute to society and they can’t do their damn jobs. 

Lalo: Jeez chill. You’re telling me you wouldn’t do the same thing if it was you working?

Isaiah: I’d hate the living hell out of anyone that made me make a pizza at 9:45 but I’d still 

do it cause it’s my job.

Lalo: I mean I guess.

Isaiah: What do you mean “I guess”?

They made me go to the gas station and get over priced chips. I had to eat damn gummy 

bears and chips for dinner that night.

Lalo: That’s why your dumbass can never afford food cause you spend all your money on 

gastric intestinal disease. You should’ve just got wings if you were going to buy something.

Isaiah: Aw hell no. I hate wings. I’m not paying for half my food to be bones. The lady tried 

to sell me some too instead of pizza. I’m not buying no pity wings.

Lalo: Pity wings? They’re better than gummy bears. 

Isaiah: That’s not the point. The point is a damn pizza place was too damn lazy to make me a 

single pizza.

Lalo: (laughing) So are we getting pizza or..?

Isaiah: Nah, I wish. I’m still waiting to hear back from them.

Lalo: What do you mean?

Isaiah: I went on their website to complain and they said they’d email me within the next 10 

business days with a coupon for a free pizza. It’s been 4 days.

Lalo: Wait wait wait. You complained?
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Isaiah: What else was I supposed to do? They screwed me over and they need to know. Lazy 

bastards.

Lalo: Alright. I see why you’re mad, but... You complained?

Isaiah: Well yeah.

Lalo: Nah.

Isaiah: “Nah”? What the hell are you talking about?

Lalo: Nah, I don’t approve.

Isaiah: Bitch, I don’t need your approval.

Lalo: No no no. I’m not trying to control you. You do you. I’m just saying no, I wouldn’t’ve 

done that if it happened to me.

Isaiah: Okay, so you would’ve just gone home without a pizza?

Lalo: Yeah.

Isaiah: If you hadn’t eaten all day and take a 15 minute drive at 9:30 just to get pizza, and 

Little Caesar’s doesn’t have any damn pizza, you’d just drive home?

Lalo: Yeah.

Isaiah: What the hell?

Lalo: Well if I complain, nothing’s gonna get done.

Isaiah: I’m getting a free pizza. Whatchu talking about?

Lalo: You’re getting a free pizza. Eventually. But not when you wanted it.

Isaiah: When I eat that free pizza, I’m gonna want it.

Lalo: Well of course you will, but it won’t make you not mad that they initially didn’t have 

any.

Isaiah: I know that but those incompetent sloths screwed me over. I’m not gonna let them 

disrespect me like that and get away with it.

Lalo: Calm down, Al Capone. 

Isaiah: The only reason why they were there was to work. If you’re at work and you’re not 
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working, then what the hell are you doing? The lady said they ran out dough. No way in hell 

does a god damn pizza place run out of dough.

Lalo: Well obviously they were being lazy but what will you complaining on their official 

website after you got home fix? What, are they gonna get fired and that’ll solve everything?

Isaiah: No ones getting fired. It’s just a complaint. A well deserved one too.

Lalo: You’re telling me there’s no way that your complaint could affect their job? Didn’t you 

have to select which store you were at?

Isaiah: Yeah. 

Lalo: And didn’t you have to say when it happened?

Isaiah: Yeah.

Lalo: And you said there were only two people working?

Isaiah: They weren’t even working. They were at the store and they had on uniforms and 

name tags but they weren’t working.

Lalo: Alright, I’m not arguing with you on that, but what I’m saying is they know exactly who 

screwed up because you complained.

Isaiah: Well yeah of course. I would’ve talked to the manager if there was one there.
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Lalo: What if they get fired?

Isaiah: They won’t get fired. You’re making this a bigger deal than it is.

Lalo: You’re the one that thought it was a big enough deal to complain. But that’s not what I 

asked. I asked “what if they get fired?”

Isaiah: They won’t.

Lalo: If.

Isaiah: Screw it.

Lalo: You don’t care if they get fired?

Isaiah: Well they deserve to. They weren’t doing their jobs.

Lalo: What if they have people to support? Or their education depends on their job?

Isaiah: Then they would’ve cared enough to work hard.

Lalo: You’ve never in your life had a lazy day at school where you just straight up didn’t feel 

like doing anything?

Isaiah: I have but I wasn’t being paid to go to school.

Lalo: Nah, that’s not what I asked. Answer the question: yes or no.

Isaiah: Bitch, I just said yes but school is different than a job.

Lalo: Yeah but the feeling is still the same. Having a bad day is universal whether at school or 

work.

Isaiah: But those pricks weren’t being paid to be lazy asses having a bad night. 

Lalo: No, they weren’t, but if it could happen to you, why can’t it happen to them?

Isaiah: It would never happen to me.

Lalo: How do you even know? You don’t even have a job.

Isaiah: I’m too lazy to work.
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Characters:
 Desmond: The leader of the revolution. He is a strong leader whom 
everybody looks up to. 

 Kate: A loyal follower and a close friend to Desmond. She has a kind heart 
but finds the revolution necessary for the greater good of the people.

 Roger: An angry man who believes death is a necessary part of war. He 
has a strong bond with Desmond due to past experience, however, he will 
detach himself in an instant, should something happen.

Setting:
 [Rebels have just infiltrated and blown up a large portion of the capital 
building. Desmond, Kate, and Roger find themselves fleeing and hiding from 
the soldiers posted in the building. The room they’re hiding in takes up the 
whole stage. There are two doors, one on the left and one on the right. There 
is a window on the center of the wall in the back and a desk is positioned in the 
center of the room. The window has a view of the courtyard and the other side 
of the capital building, which is clearly visible and hasn’t been destroyed. To 
the left of the window, there is a broken frame containing a motivational poster 
that says, “Freedom”.]

Act I
Fade in:
[The curtains open and Roger is frantically running into the room through the 
door on the right. Kate follows, dragging Desmond on the floor, who is passed 
out and badly injured on his legs and the side of his body. Roger shuts the door 
behind them and runs to the left side of the room and opens the door to check if 
there are any soldiers. Kate sits on the floor, in the center of the stage, next to 
Desmond and checks if he is okay, however Roger gets impatient and paranoid 
as he hears soldiers running past the door they entered. He opens the door and 
checks down the hallway, the soldiers notice him and start shooting.]

Roger: We gotta go! [He starts shooting back]

 Kate: Wait! He’s still breathing!
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 Roger: [Still shooting] They’re coming!

 Kate: [Shaking Desmond] Desmond! Can you hear me? Wake up! The 
soldiers are coming!

 Roger: [Gets knocked down and is bleeding from his arm] Dammit! [He 
gets up and resumes shooting] Kate, how’s he looking?

Kate: He’s still not waking up!

Roger: [Stops shooting] I was able to get rid of them, but now they know where 
we are. More will definitely come. [He blocks the door with the desk that is in 
the center of the room] This should buy us time. Kate, we have to get out of 
here, now!

 Kate: I’m not leaving him behind! [Shaking Desmond] Desmond please! 
Wake up!

 Desmond: [Wakes] Wh . . .What happened?

 Kate: The bomb went off and you were caught in the blast. The soldiers 
are coming and we have to go! Can you walk?

 [Desmond tries to get up but can’t due to his injuries, groaning in pain]

 Roger: Damn, he’s bleeding pretty bad.
 
 Kate: What are we going to do? We have to do something!

 Desmond: You’re just going to have to lead the revolution without me. I 
can’t go anywhere.

 Kate: But we can’t leave you! [Kate starts sobbing while holding 
Desmond. She then takes off her backpack and looks through it] There has to be 
something in here! 

[Soldiers start to bang at the door and start to yell, demanding for the door to 
be opened.]

108108



109

 Roger: We are running out of time. [Pointing 
at the door on the left] Soldiers are going to start 
coming through this door. Desmond, are you sure 
you can’t get up?

 Desmond: I’m sure. You guys get out of here. 
I’ll only slow you down, so go! 

 Kate: No! Not without you!

 Desmond: Kate, listen to me. If we all die, this 
whole thing falls apart. Let this drive the revolution 
and make it stronger than it already is. There’s 
nothing left for me to do. You and Roger have to get 
out of here. Get out of here and lead them all. Leave 
now. That is an order!

 Roger: [Grabs Kate] We have to go. [Looking 
to Desmond] Goodbye brother. [He hands him a gun] 
Take out as many of those sons of bitches as you can. 
[Desmond nods and takes the gun. As Roger is about 
to exit, he is shot through the window and killed. 
Kate falls to her knees with her hands on her head.]

 Desmond: ROGER NO!

 Kate: W-What do I do?

 Desmond: You Have to get out of here! Go now!

[Before Kate can leave, the doors on the left and 
right burst open and Desmond points the gun at the 
soldiers that are coming through the right. The stage 
lights turn off and multiple gun shots are heard.]

Fade out



Justice: The Case of Burning Desire
Alondra Mendoza – 12th Grade

[Courthouse early morning]
At Rise: [The characters are in the courthouse 
seated; waiting for the honorable Judge Sapientes]
[ Ally: Parrot Iterum (reporter), Aaron: 
Hummingbird Celer (nerd/Witness? secret 
murderer), Angelina: Toucan Laetus (froot 
loops,defense) Soflame: Phoenix Avem (gets burned 
at the stake and regens into awesome new bird) 
Cesar: Eagle Superbia (prosecution) Sofia: Owl 
Sapientes (judge)]

[Parrot Iterum]
[(To Audience)]
[On the night of December 13, 2009 a gruesome 
murder took place at the Wilkinson house. The head 
of the family was found by one Mr. Hummingbird 
Celer, their neighbor. The trial begins today for 
one woman named Phoenix Avem. She is accused 
of first degree murder. Let’s take a look inside the 
courthouse]
[(walks “inside” courthouse)]
[OWL SAPIENTES]
[Order! I will have order in my court! If you all refuse to behave I will have you  escorted out 
and held in contempt of court! Mister Superbia, you have the floor. Tread lightly]
[EAGLE SUPERBIA]
[Um everyone gathered today we’ve got a redhead who is not good. Justice will win bigly 
today. We’re gonna win so much we’re gonna get tired of winning] 
[(talking similarly to Trump)]
[TOUCAN LAETUS]
[Today we are unfortunately gathered, because the prosecutor wishes to condemn an 
innocent bird who is simply a victim of injustice. Time and time again, our system stands for 
a chance to rise far above the taints that unlawful birds attempt to burden us with. Do not 
allow the poisonous words of a hummingbird to fester deep into your reasonable thinking. 
Not only did the prosecutor conduct a sloppy job in terms of whether the accused was even 
present, we have definitive proof that the witness changes his story as fast as his heart 
beats. Do not be swayed by the mere fallacies given to you today, instead listen to the reason 
the defense is determined to bring you  because we know what is at stake, a mourning lover, 
traumatized victim, and a very real life]
[SUPERBIA]
[I call the first witness, Mr. Hummingbird Celer. So what do you remember seeing on the 
night of December 13, 2009]
     [(Questioningly)]
[HUMMINGBIRD CELER]
[It was a dark and stormy night and my love-I mean neighbor hadn’t come home yet. I 
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remember thinking that he got out of work not too long ago. I went and peeked through his 
window, you know to make sure he was okay. That’s when I saw her, laughing maniacally 
over his body!]
[SUPERBIA]

[Let the record show that the witness is pointing at that nasty woman-]
[LAETUS]
[Objection!]
[(Looks imploringly at Judge)]
[SAPIENTES]
[(Spaced out)]
[Overruled! Guilty!]
[LAETUS]
[But your honor he is obviously swaying the jury in their favor by using “nasty woman” as 
opposed my clients actual name!]
[SAPIENTES]
[Overruled! and if you don’t settle down i’ll hold you in contempt of court]
[(Becoming angry)]
[LAETUS]
[(Stays quiet)]
[SUPERBIA]
[(Points and rolls eyes)]
[As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted by that terrible fashion mistake on legs. 
Let the record show that my witness is pointing at miss uh Avem. Your witness Miss Laetus]

[LAETUS]
[(Gets up and approaches bench)]
[Is it true sir that you have lived next to the Wilkinson’s for over 15 years?]
[CELER]
[Yes, ma’am. That is correct]
[LAETUS]
[Is it also true that Mr. Wilkinson had asked you on multiple occasions to leave him and his 
family alone?]
[HUMMING]
[How did you know about that? Those are meant to be sealed records]
[SAPIENTES]
[Sir if you could please answer the question being asked?]
[HUMMING]
[Oh I apologize, Ma’am. To answer your question Miss. Laetus, yes he did on multiple 
occasions ask me to leave him and his family alone, but he didn’t understand that I love- I 
mean just wanted to look out for them]
[LAETUS]
[Is it also true that you have changed the details of your statement multiple times already]
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[HUMMING]
[Well, yes but I did that because I kept remembering new things that I had to tell the police.]
[LAETUS]
[Is that so? Is that why in your first statement you “accidentally” blurted that you “would do 
anything to protect Mr. Wilkinson” and later tried to retract that statement]
[SUPERBIA]
[Objection! Badgering the witness]
[SAPIENTES]
[Overruled. Miss Laetus continue your questioning, but be careful of how you phrase your 
questions. This is your first and final warning]  
[LAETUS]
[You just have to answer the last question Mr. Celer and then we can convene for the day.]
[HUMMING]
[(exasperated)]
[Yes, I did uh say that in my first interview with the police.] 
[LAETUS]
[Thank you Mr. Celer, that is all.]
[SAPIENTES]
[We will reconvene tomorrow morning at 10.]
[AVEM]
[(To Laetus)] 
[What was that all about?]
[LAETUS]
[I’m cracking their argument open. All they’ve got against you is that witness statement. If I 
can make the jury second guess it then we’re golden kid]
[AVEM]
[I’ve known you for 13 years. I’m no kid and you know it]
[LAETUS]
[Listen I know. You still got that friend in the Medical Examiner’s office?]
[AVEM]
[Yeah, why?]
[LAETUS]
[Ask ‘em to thoroughly examine the body, all right?]
[AVEM]
[I’ll ask but i have no guarantees]
[LAETUS]
[(To herself)]
[Theres something wrong with that witness of theirs]

THE NEXT MORNING
[PARROT]
[All rise]
[SAPIENTES]
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[Sit down all of you, or i’ll hold you in contempt!]
[PARROT]
[Ma’am, they have to rise as a 
respect to you]
[SAPIENTES]
[I know that! But I don’t like 
being the only one that sitting]
[PARROT]
[Sit down everyone]
[HUMMING] 
[We can’t! No one can! There 
aren’t any chairs]
 [SAPIENTES]
[(Spaced out)]
[Oh, yeah whoops. You can all 
begin] 
[SUPERBIA]
[You all know that my IQ is the 
highest one here! And based on 
that you should all know that that 
woman is Wrong]
[LAETUS]
[Please call Avem to the stand]
[AVEM]
[(Approaches stand)]
[LAETUS]
[Ms. Avem, please show to the court your talons]
[AVEM]
[(Shows talons)]
[I just had them did!]
[LAETUS]
[I would you all take note of the long streaks and the deep incisions that these talons would 
inflict. Now Miss Avem, if you had to guess how much damage your talons would make what 
would you guess?]
[AVEM]
[A pretty good amount I guess]
[LAETUS]
[( Shows court a picture of talon marks)]
[Then, does this look like something of your doing]
[AVEM]
[No way, phoenixes would never be so gentle]
[LAETUS]
[Thank you] 
[SAPIENTES]



[Would you like to cross examine Mr. Superbia?]
[SUPERBIA]
[No. I already know I’m going to win]
[SAPIENTES]
[Okay thank you Miss Avem you may be seated]
[AVEM]
[( Goes back to the defense bench)]
[LAETUS]
[Judge, I’d like to call Mr. Celer to the stand again]
[CELER]
[(Takes the stand. Speaks to Laetus)]
[Here to try and make me guilty]
[LAETUS]
[You can skip the dramatics. Now, can you please show the jury your beak?]
[CELER]
[(nervously)]
[Is this really necessary?]
[SAPIENTES]
[Mr. Celer do what she says, Laetus travel with caution]
[LAETUS]
[Yes, your honor. Now back to what I was saying]
[CELER]
[Fine, take a look]
[(swivels head around)]
[LAETUS]
[( shows the court a picture of what the murder weapon looks like)]
[Seems very close to this doesn’t it?]
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[CELER]
[That proves nothing!]
[LAETUS]
[Oh really? Then, I would like to call the Medical Examiner to the stand]
[MEDICAL EXAMINER]
[(Approaches stand)]
[LAETUS]
[ As a professional, what type of talons could make these kinds of injuries?]
[ME]
[Definitely not a phoenix, a smaller bird for sure.]
[LAETUS]
[Would you say Mr. Celer’s beak could fit the profile?]
[ME] 
[Absolutely, it fits perfectly with the streaks. See how they’re not stretched over like 
a scratch. It’s more like a pattern of a series of incisions that were pecked. Pecked not 
scratched!]
[LAETUS]
[Thank You. Now I’d like to introduce another piece of evidence...The never before seen 
security tapes.]
[SUPERBIA]
[Objection! She can’t just submit new evidence. Can she?]
[SAPIENTES]
[huh? Uh Oh yeah let it happen]
[LAETUS]
[(Brings tv thing and presses play)]
[EVERYONE]
[(Gasps excessively)]
[LAETUS]
[ Let the record show Mr. Celer entering the household 15 min prior to the time of death! In 
fact, sneaking in through the window]
[CELER]
[That doesn’t mean anything! I remember now!]
[SAPIENTES]
[Mr. Celer know your place. No more outbursts] 
[LAETUS]
[ I’d like to recall Mr. Celer to the stand. Mr. Celer care to explain?]
[CELER]
[Um yeah I remember now. I was worried so I went in just to check but I left really quickly.]
[LAETUS]
[You mean, you stepped into the house within fifteen minutes of a murder and walked right 
back out before he was murdered?]
[CELER]
[Yes, but-]
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[LAETUS]
[So you deliberately walked in and ALLOWED Wilkinson to die]
[CELER]
[No it’s not like-]
[LAETUS]
[What a great friend huh? You must have really hated him?]
[CELER]
[No!]
[LAETUS]
[What drove you? Could you not stand to see him so successful? Couldn’t take it?]
[CELER]
[NO, I COULDN’T TAKE IT. I COULDN’T TAKE WATCHING HIM. THE BIRD I LOVE WITH THE 
FLEA CARRIER I HATE. I LOVED HIM. I LOVED HIM SO MUCH THAT I COULDN’T TAKE IT]
[LAETUS]
[Tell me Mr. Celer and this can all be over. Tell me. What. Did. You. Do.]
[CELER]
[ I just went to talk, I swear. But I saw him kissing the bird he thought he loved and I waited. 
I waited until he left the room and right as I swept in towards her he got in the way. It was 
an accident! What have I done!]
[(makes a run for the exit)]
[SAPIENTES]
[(Rushed)]
[Due to a recent exposure of new evidence I declare this a mistrial you are free to go Miss 
Avem. Bailiff detain Mr. Celer!] 
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The day had finally arrived. The biggest nostalgia fest thus far in the life of an adolescent. 
Graduation Day. The high school’s football field filled with crowds of people in blue gowns 
and black caps adorned with tiny gold tassels. Friends were taking pictures with captions 
like “We made it” or “Graduation: Class of blah blah blah”. Tears were shed and laughs 
were shared. Friends and enemies alike sat together on unfolded medal chairs in front of a 
beautifully decorated stage. A single podium stood on the front and center of the stage with 
chairs for the administrators or presenters awaiting their turn to give their speech in the 
back. Parents hugged their children, told them how proud they were, and reminisced on the 
long journey it took to get here. Principal Lane finally took the podium and asked everyone 
to kindly take their seats. Mina took her valedictorian speech out of her pocket and read over 
the folded paper. Two administrators went up before her. When the last one, the school’s 
vice-principal, ushered her to the podium for her shining moment a rush of nerves suddenly 
hit her. She tried think calming thoughts. Her face felt hot but she kept her composure as 
best she could. Reminding herself that she had done speeches and public events a million 
times before. Today shouldn’t be different yet somehow it was. It was a world of difference. 
After today, there would be no more homecomings, proms, or Friday night games. No more 
progress reports sent home for her parents to sign, or waking up early in order to get to class 
on time in fear of loss of credit. Today wasn’t another Student Council Bake Sale or another 
class presentation. Today was a goodbye, a day of closing and opening doors. All her life, she 
had dreamed of giving her valedictorian address in front of her whole class. Now that the 
moment had finally come, she just wanted to hide. She kept telling herself to push through 
and persevere. After one final introduction by the principal, she was given all attention. 
Rows and rows of eyes instantly fixed on her. Her friends cheered and whooped as she took 
the stand. “Here goes nothing,” she thought.  

     “Fellow graduates and classmates. It has been an absolute honor to be your valedictorian 
and friend.” Her words rang loud out of the speakers on either side of the stage. As the 
sentences poured out of her mouth she became at ease once more. Mina sounded powerful 
and meaningful in every syllable. People nodded their heads, teared up with emotion, or 
smiled bright at her place behind that podium. She herself almost filled with tears of joy mid-



speech. This was where she felt like she needed at this moment. What started out as nerve 
wracking and scary became enjoyable and heart-warming.  With the end of the passage came 
the end of an era, her era.  

     “Thank you, parents. Thank you, teachers and staff. And finally, thank you classmates, 
for making my high school experience worthwhile. It has truly been an honor.” Mina finished 
with a huge smile. Cheers and shouts rang from the crowd.  A glance at her friends told her 
she’d done a great job. Bright smile still spread across her face, she turned to take her seat 
on the stage. She felt it before her mind had time to process what she had just done. Her heel 
had caught the bottom of her graduation gown. The left side of her face met the hard wooden 
flooring of the stage. There was a noticeable gasp from somewhere in the crowd, or was that 
her imagination. What had just happened to her did not matter anymore. All of the great and 
nostalgic feelings from her time on the podium had then ceased. She had fallen flat on her 
face. She had been humiliated by her own hands and in front of everyone no less. She did not 
fully realize her tears until she picked herself up and felt a small puddle where her face had 
hit the ground. There was no conscious thought in her head as she tried to composed herself. 
She stood but did not dare turn to face the crowd. The principle was speaking again, taking 
no notice of her fall. Mina sat down in her foldout metal chair. Only then did she face the 
mass expanse of crowd just beyond the stage. Red faced and utterly humiliated.  
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The Shoemaker 
Noelle Alarcon – 9th Grade

The large, wrinkle-covered face of an old, black balding man scanned the crowd. He had 
Einstein hair and a personality as caring and loving as someone holding their newborn 
baby for the first time. After finally spotting the storefront he was looking for, he took the 
necessary steps toward its clean, glass entrance. Inside, the shop is small and cozy. The 
strong smell of leather drifted through the air and was so pungent your fingertips could 
almost feel it. There was a young, blonde woman, no older than 19, behind the cashier’s 
desk. There were all of three people in the store, none of which took notice of the new 
customer. 
“The shoemaker will see you now; are you prepared for your departure?” The man nodded his 
head once and followed the almost robotically perfect saleswoman to the back of the shop. In 
the middle of the tiny backroom was a chair surrounded by beautifully crafted leather shoes. 
All of the pairs were custom made and neatly arranged on wooden shelves. On the chair sat 
a woman with curly red hair. She was no older than forty and wore a dark green dress that 
reached down to her ankles. 
“Hello Sir, I take it you’re my three o’clock?” Her voice was sweet and calm. A smile 
wrinkled the corners of her eyes. Her tone reminded him of the summers of his youth long 
past and his family before they found themselves in these times of struggle. He nodded and 
handed the lady a single slip of paper with his requests. She stood and gestured for him to 
sit, all while keeping her eyes focused on the paper. He knew this would secure his family for 
generations to come. No more financial troubles. No more hungry grandchildren with even 
hungrier parents. This solution was the best he could think of. His life was old and he was no 
longer able to work. His life in exchange for all of their well-being was a sacrifice he would 
always make willingly. The leather-witch set the paper on a nearby shelf a cleared a spot for 
a new pair of shoes. The man sat, calm and collected as the woman sang soft incantations. 
He closed his eyes and thought about his family, one last time. The witch’s hands moved 
gracefully through the air in a pattern she knew all too well. As she finished her last word 
in the last spell, the man suddenly was no longer was sitting in the chair. What stood in his 
place the next moment was a shiny new pair of custom-made leather shoes. She picked them 
up, set them near the slip of paper from earlier, and resumed her place on the stool, awaiting 
her next appointment. 
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HELL’S KITCHEN
Adriana Montoya - 10th Grade
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I couldn’t sleep that night.

 The wind was howling outside and the rain was pounding against my window, falling 
down so hard that if you closed your eyes the noise was almost comparable to that of waves 
beating against a ship in a stormy sea. It didn’t help either that my parents were out of 
town, and I was left alone in our small creaky house in the suburbs of New Orleans, the most 
haunted city in America. I lived in a weird neighborhood too- a practicing voodoo priest 
across the street and an old man that walked to the local walmart in the same pajamas every 
day for the past 30 years living right next door. Frankly, I hated my neighborhood. But it was 
where we lived, so I had to put up with it, and all the weirdos that lived there. 
 On this night, however, my house, and the area around it, seemed even creepier. 
I was always paranoid when my parents weren’t home, but 
something about this evening felt different. I seemed hyper aware 
of every creak and crack that came from the old house, and even 
though I turned on my computer to watch some reruns of Hell’s 
Kitchen in my room, the shadows and taps on the windows from 
the magnolia trees out back still had me feeling unsettled. I 
checked the latches on every window and the locks on all doors, 
but the fact that they were all locked couldn’t shake the weird 
feeling I had in my gut. After failing at immersing myself in 
Gordon Ramsey’s hilariously aggressive insults, I ended up just 
turning the stupid show off and going to bed. 
 That was at around 10:30, when the storm outside was 
getting particularly bad. I tossed and turned under my covers, 
trying to cover my ears and close my eyes so that the noises 
outside wouldn’t affect me as much. After about 30 minutes, I 
decided that I wasn’t going to get any sleep in until the storm 
passed, so I took my phone from the bedside table and started 
scrolling through my Instagram feed to distract myself. 
 The room was dark, lit up only by the faint light of 
my phone that hit the wall behind my bed in a familiar glow. 
For a while, I was content looking at memes and cat videos, 
occasionally chuckling to myself when I encountered a particularly 
funny post. That is, until I heard the first noise. 
 THUMP.
 I immediately dimmed the light from my phone by stuffing 
it under my pillow, then laid very still in my bed so that I could 
listen for any other unfamiliar sounds. Perhaps it was my 
imagination, and I wouldn’t hear anything else.
Nothing happened.
Hesitantly, I took out my phone again and resumed my scrolling 
for a few more minutes, when the noise came again.



THUMP-THUMP.
“What the...?” I whispered, putting my phone to the side and drawing out the pocketknife 
that I always kept in the second drawer of my nightstand. Once again, I tried to listen to any 
other noises that might surface amidst the constant pounding of the rain outside. I scanned 
the room, aided only by the bluish light of my phone, which was still on the page I had open 
before I was interrupted. 
Before long, I noticed another  light in the room. I thought it was my mind playing tricks 
on me at first, as it tends to do when we stare into the dark for too long, but this light was 
different. In contrast to the soft blue glow emitted by my phone lying face up on my bed, this 
second light was more red or orange, and it seemed to be coming from just beyond the foot of 
my bed.
 Wanting to see what it was, I slowly pushed the covers off my body and crawled 
towards it, squeezing the handle of my knife to reassure myself that I had something to 
protect myself with, even if I was unsure what I would have to protect myself from.
 Peeking over the edge of my bed frame, I noticed that the red light was coming from 
the cracks between the wooden floor boards, lighting up each wooden slab with a border of 
red beams. Confused at what the source of the light could possibly be, I leaned over the bed 
a bit farther and reached out a trembling hand to trace the bright line on the floor with my 
finger. 
Then, I heard the noise again, this time coming not from another part of the house as I had 
previously suspected, but from right beneath the floorboards where the light was, as if 
someone below them was trying to push them aside to get out. 

 THUMP thump THUMP THUMP.

Alarmed by all this sudden movement below me, I retreated from the foot of my bed and 
fell back against my pillows, scooting myself as far away from the noise as possible with my 
knife held out in front of me by my shaking arms. The thumping grew louder and louder, 
and before long it was almost shaking my entire floor and the bed along with it. I cowered 
against my headboard while the thumping soon turned into splintering that I assume came 
from the floor boards themselves being broken and pushed aside. These sounds, combined 
with the storm outside, became too much for me, and I put my head in my hands hoping that 
when I looked up again this would all fade away as part of a bad dream.

Then, it stopped. 

The room became quiet once more, so I cautiously raised my head to see what had happened.

The faint red light had grown immensely, so much that my room was doused in it as it 
flickered with an almost fire-like quality. I stared in frightened awe at its source, still 
hesitant about crawling back over to the edge of my bed to look at it again. I intended to stay 
curled up on my pillow, covered with my blanket for good measure, to avoid going near this 
odd and potentially dangerous sight. 
Suddenly, my covers were ripped aside by some unseen force, and the knife in my hand flew 
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across the room and hit the far wall. A cold, clammy hand grabbed my ankle, and I shrieked 
as it started pulling me towards the edge of my bed despite my attempts to grab onto 
something that would prevent me from being pulled further away. As I got closer and closer 
to the light,  the temperature seemed to increase significantly, the heat becoming more 
unbearable as I was pulled unwillingly towards it. 
“SOMEONE HELP ME!” I screamed, almost in tears as I hung on to the edge of the bed in a 
last effort to stop myself from being pulled by the phantom hand. Getting a closer look at 
the light, I realized that it was a fiery hole right in the middle of my floor, expelling horrific 
fumes and a burst of flame every few seconds- a portal of some kind. And in the light of the 
fire I finally saw what-or who-was grabbing me. 
It was a short man-like figure, skin tinted a bright red and eyes like glowing embers in its 
emaciated head. It had small, pointy horns extending from its forehead and long nails that 
dug into my ankle as it latched on to me. A three pronged tail extended from its behind, and 
my eyes widened in horror as I took in the sight before me. It looked to me like a cartoonish 
demon, but it couldn’t be a demon. Could it?
“What the hell?!” I yelled in disgust.
The presumed demon chuckled to itself, then said in a raspy voice, “That exactly where 
you’re heading.”

My sweaty palms finally caused me to let go of the bedframe, and I tumbled towards the 
portal with the demon still holding on securely to my ankle.
“You’re going to help me settle a bet,” the demon said.
That was the last thing I heard before I blacked out and the flames of the portal finally 
consumed me.

When I woke up, I almost forgot what had happened, expecting it to have been some sort 
of hallucination or nightmare. But opening my eyes and seeing what was around me was 
assurance that this was far more real than any dream. 
I was in a room that looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place from where. There were 
worktables everywhere, only instead of tools and construction equipment on them, there 
were pots and pans, with ovens built into the sides of each one. The tables were vacant, 
littered with used cookware that was covered in what looked like a sort of orange or yellow 
sauce. Honestly, the whole room smelled delicious, and after rubbing my eyes a little I 
noticed in the far corner of the place was a gathering of demons like the one that pulled 
me down there. From my count, there were four sitting down at a long table with bowls of 
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something placed in front of them, and two other demons standing nervously before them, 
each donning white hats and… aprons?
I got up from the floor quietly crept closer, stopping just shy of the scene before me and 
waiting off to the side to see what would happen next. As I got nearer I heard the demons 
talking heatedly about something, each leaning over the other and snapping angrily at each 
other. 
“...NO! Todd’s mac’n’cheese is better than Chad’s by FAR!”
“How can you say that? Todd’s tastes like absolute garbage!”
“Do you hear how STUPID you sound?”
“How stupid I sound? You would fail to pour water from a boot with instructions on the 
heel!”
“What kind of insult is that? I swear on all things evil…”

Then it hit me. The entire set up of the room looked 
familiar because it was almost identical to the set of almost 
every cooking contest on TV ever. The entire room was the 
scene of a game show, and that meant that the demon who 
brought me here wanted me to…
“Be the mediator,” the demon, whose name was Chad, told 
me as he pulled me aside during the commercial break. 
“The judges are split evenly and we need a tie breaker 
to taste test our food and decide who the winner of this 
season is.”
Chad then looked over his shoulder at Todd, who was 
giving himself a pep talk in a mirror just off camera, and 
grimaced in annoyance. He went on, “And uh...I have a bet 
with him that I would win this, so if you could kindly vote 
in my favor, that would be amazing.”
“You couldn’t have picked another demon to be a tie 
breaker?”
Chad paused and readjusted his chef’s hat, his tail 
twitching thoughtfully behind him. 
“Yes, well, I didn’t quite think that one through I suppose.”
“No shit, Sherlock,” I rolled my eyes.
“My name is Chad.”
“It’s a figure of- you know what? Just bring me the 
mac’n’cheese so I can get this over with.”

I felt highly underdressed to appear on television, but there 
I was, sitting right in the middle of the four judges in my 
pajamas with Chad fidgeting uncomfortably off to the side 
of the table. The demon camera crew was bustling about 
behind the scenes, getting ready to start shooting again, 
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and soon the director raised a red hued hand and started counting down with his fingers. 
When he got to zero,  the red dot on the camera became visible and we were officially on air.
“Aaaaaand welcome back to Hell’s Kitchen! I’m your host Jordan Pansy, and it seems like we 
have finally found a tie breaker to resolve this cheesy conflict,” said the peppy host.
Jordan Pansy pointed at me with a long skinny finger, and I waved awkwardly into the 
camera. He gave a wide toothy smile, then continued. 
“The time has come contestants! Todd, you may present your mac to the judge.”

Todd, who was taller and uglier than Chad, swaggered forward confidently and plopped his 
bowl of mac’n’cheese in front of me. I picked up the silver spoon on the table and scooped a 
healthy portion of the pasta onto it, feeding myself the spoonful after blowing on it to avoid 
burning myself.
It tasted…..like any mac’n’cheese. Not bad, not phenomenal. Just Kraft-level. Average.
Then it was Chad’s turn. He nervously placed his bowl in front of me, and I pushed the 
previous one to the side to make room for his. Once again, the spoon dipped into the dish, 
and I could hear everyone in the room take a deep breath as I tasted the second mac.
 This one tasted...almost the same. There was a slight difference in the cheese that 
was used in making it, but once again, there was nothing unusually superb about it. 
 I stared into both bowls and fiddled with the spoon in my hand, deliberating on which 
one to choose. The tension in the studio was almost too much to bear, and I could feel all the 
demon’s glowing eyes peering at me in anticipation.
 After much contemplation, I opened my mouth to deliver the final verdict and dictate 
who had won this season of Hell’s Kitchen.
 “I think...the best mac’n’cheese….was made by…”

“WHERE’S THE LAMB SAUCE?!”
I was pulled violently out of my dream by someone screaming loudly into my ears, 
interrupting the results I was just about to announce. I rubbed my eyes and looked around 
disorientedly, realizing that I was still in bed, propped against my headboard with my laptop 
still on my lap and open to an episode of the real Hell’s Kitchen. The screaming-which was 
still going on- was coming from Gordon Ramsey yelling at one of his poor contestants.
“Now [beep] off you fat useless sack of [beep beep] yankee doodle dandy [beep],” the video 
continued.
I stared at the screen in confusion, watching Gordon take the reigns and start cooking the 
dish himself. I ripped off my headphones and lowered the volume, rubbing my eyes once 
again as they adjusted to the bright computer in the dark room. Quickly, I threw off my 
covers and ran to the kitchen to check the time on the clock above the door.
It was 10:59.
I stood in the empty kitchen and ran a hand through my hair. The last time I checked the 
clock it was only 10:30.
“I was asleep for just 29 minutes?” I asked angrily to nobody. I figured that I fell asleep 
while still watching Hell’s Kitchen, and the thumps and the portal to hell and the demon 
named Chad were simply figments of my imagination that I had come up with because I 
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knocked out watching a show.
I paced in the kitchen, still unable to take in the reality of the situation. It all felt so real. I 
could feel the heat of the portal, see the red skin of those demons, smell the mac’n’cheese.
In fact, I could still smell the mac’n’cheese.
Wait. That couldn’t be right. 
I slowly turned and glanced around the kitchen. That’s when I saw it.
A bowl of fresh mac’n’cheese was sitting on the island, steam rising off of it like it had just 
been served. I stepped closer to the bowl, which looked eery in our kitchen that had just been 
cleaned and organized. I would have noticed that bowl before. Wouldn’t I?
Getting a closer look at it, I noticed I piece of paper was lying next to the bowl. A note. 
It read in messy handwriting, “Thanks for your help. ~Chad.”
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     Andrew Erving or as other people call 
him, “Uncle Drew,” is a twenty-three-year-
old African-American man who has lived in 
poverty on the south side of Cleveland the 
majority of his life. Since he lived in such 
a terrible place, Uncle Drew never really 
trusted anyone except his 2nd grade teacher 
Mr. Russell, but Uncle Drew just called him 
Russell. Russell is an African-American man 
who is in his late sixties, has grey hair and 
lives by himself. Russell would look out for 
Uncle Drew when he was little because he 
didn’t have any relatives and was living in 
an orphanage called Angel’s Haven. Russell 
was, for some reason, always extra kind to 
Uncle Drew also, but he never really under-
stood why. Uncle Drew didn’t really have 
any friends growing up either, so Russell and 
he got really close. However, one-day Uncle 
Drew received a call from a girl named Jamie 
telling him that Mr. Russell was fatally shot 
last night in an alley near his apartment 
building and they have yet to find the per-
son who was responsible for it. Uncle Drew was in a blank state of mind when he heard the 
news. He had just visited Russell last week to chat and catch up on things. As he sat there on 
his couch he started to think of that day where he last spoke to him.
      It was an early Sunday morning and Russell had just gotten out of his church where he 
is an active volunteer and was on his way to his apartment where Uncle Drew would meet 
him.  As Russell strolled into his driveway, Uncle Drew was already waiting at the door. 
Russell goes up to open the door and says “Ain’t you here a bit early Drew? It’s twenty till 
four.” Uncle Drew replied, “I had nothing else to do; days like these I normally do nothing.” 
They walked inside and Russell went to the kitchen to start making some coffee while Uncle 
Drew went off to the dining room and started glancing around and saw a couple of papers 
that stunned him. Russell walked back into the living room with the coffee and Uncle Drew 
quickly put the papers in his sweatshirt to hide them from him. Russell then sat down with 
his double latte and handed Drew his black coffee that he always gets and asked him, “So 
how’s school working out for you?” Drew replied, “Not good. I decided to drop out of college 
and realized I should do something else with my life.” There was a long pause and Russell 
looked sort of disappointed. After a while, Russell got up and told Drew, “Come on kid, let’s 
go for walk.” So they did. They got out of the house and walked north to Cain park. Bill then 
said “remember when you were in the 2nd grade in my class?” Drew replied “Yea sure I do.”  
Bill said “And what was it that I would tell you and your classmates almost every day.” Drew 
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answered, “I don’t know. It was something about quitting or giving up.”  Russell said, “The 
quote was before you give up think about why you started.” Uncle Drew listened to him and 
thought that quote was absolutely absurd because he knows he’s talking about school, but he 
also knows that Russell has gave up on him in the past before, too. Out of frustration, Drew 
went the other direction, and it was the last time he ever spoke with Russell. 
 Back in his mobile home, Drew reminisced about that day and about what else he could have 
done to change it. Drew rarely gets angry and hadn’t been this mad for years, since the day 
he was able to understand he was given up for adoption. So, just thinking of that conversa-
tion with Russell got Drew upset and he decided to go out for some food. He was thinking 
about ordering some Chinese food or maybe picking up some pizza. However, next thing he 
knows he gets a phone call. Drew decides not to pick it up. He knows exactly what is next for 
him. All of a sudden the cops came rushing in through his door and Uncle Drew was imme-
diately handcuffed in his own home. It turns out that the papers Drew found earlier showed 
that Mr. Russell was actually his real father who gave him up for adoption as a baby, and the 
person that shot him was Uncle Drew.
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The branches on the ground behind me were snapping in half as something would step on 
them. Small branches from the trees would cut me as I continue to pass them. “Don’t look 
behind you,” I kept telling myself but the feeling of being chase by something or someone 
you don’t know is nerve racking. My legs began to ache as I pushed myself to run faster. My 
heart beat quicken either from running or from the fear of being chased. Then everything 
stopped. No branches were being broken, no heavy breathing could be heard behind me, no 
footsteps. My thoughts were running wild all telling me to keep running but my curiosity 
took over. Turning around waiting to see it there and attack me, but I only turned to find 
nothing. I tried to stay still but terror ran through me thinking it could hear my heart pound-
ing against my chest and my heavy breathing. The only light source I had was the moon 
which seem to lessen as the tall trees covered the ground. I decided to continue my way out 
of the woods and get as far away from it as I can. As I was about to turn, I felt a cold hand 
grip my shoulder. The color red blurred my vision and his eyes glowed. He gave me a smirk 
and said in a raspy voice, “Broken.” His cold hand shoved me harder. I tried to get my foot-
ing in place but tripped over a fallen branch. His smirk grew into a smile as I felt myself 
falling. I jolted up quickly noticing my surroundings. I sighed in relief as I saw my Polaroid 
pictures and posters around my bedroom. It’s been that same dream for a week now and 
I still don’t understand the meaning behind it. Every time I would try to remember small 
details they would fade away, making me forget. My door busted open causing the hinges to 
creak and my favorite person walking in.        
 “Why aren’t you up yet? Did you not hear me calling your name a gazillion times? 
Hurry up and get dress. I want to be there when the stores open! Chop chop!” yelled Ava as 
she clapped her hands. She is bossy as ever but I still love her. Getting to my feet quickly, my 
vision darken and my head started to hurt recalling the dream I had a few moments ago. I 
decided to ask Ava about it later and got dressed. Choosing a simple navy top that read “New 
York” and faded ripped jeans with my old pair of white chuck taylors.    
      “Are you ready now?” mumbled Ava as she continued 
eating her granola bar. “Ugh I would complain about what you’re wearing, but we don’t have 
time and want to leave already.”    “Nothing’s wrong with what I’m wearing.” I 
said as I did a double take in the mirror of my outfit.  “Whatever you say. Now let’s go,” she 
said as she took my keys and headed out the doors.  “Fine but it’s my car and I’m driving!” I 
shouted as she waved me off and threw the keys at me.      “What 
about this?” Ava asked as she held up a tight red dress. “It looks like the one you bought two 
weeks ago.” I replied as I was going through the pictures I took at the park a few months 
ago, thinking about how I should retake them since the seasons are changing. “No, the other 
one is a darker shade. This one is brighter and has a few sparkles to it. I’m going to go buy it. 
I’ll be right back!” I waved her off as I continued looking down at my phone. A sudden burst 
of cold wind past by me causing chills to run up my spine. Feeling the need to turn around, 
my nose bumped into a wall, or what felt like a wall. As I looked up, a pale man wearing, a 
suit gave me a cold glare and pushed passed me.        
    “Well that was rude.” Ava’s voice startled me as I looked away 
from the man’s back. “Anyways let’s go look for shoes at a different store.”    
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       “More stores? I just want to go to the food 
court already.” I complained as Ava simply rolled her eyes at me. “Last store, then we can go 
to the food court, I promise. Now let’s go to that one.” I didn’t have enough time to reply as 
Ava dragged me towards a large wooden door that had a sign that read “New Kicks.” Open-
ing the door, shoes surrounded the walls sorted by colors to dressy and comfortable shoes. 
      “Hello! Welcome, how ma…what are you wearing?” 
A short stubby man said as he came walking closer to us. I looked at Ava and looked at the 
clothes she was wearing which was a tulle skirt and a sweatshirt. I didn’t think she looked 
bad, although she would not stop complaining about how her feet were killing her because 
of her heels. Turing back to the short man, he was glancing at me up and down shaking his 
head. I felt my face heat up in realization that he was taking to me. “I told you your outfit 
was bad.” Ava whispered as she tried to hide her laughter from me. I simply rolled my eyes at 

her comment. “I’ll be right back,” 
said the short man. Ava burst out 
in laughter as I continue to look 
around the store. A pair of shoes 
caught my eye and stood out from 
the rest of them. The shoes looked 
worn and were torn as if someone 
never took them off. I recognized 
the shoes before but couldn’t place 
my finger on where I’ve seen them. 
As I reached for them, the short 

man came back with a box and handed it to me. “Now these would look a lot better than 
those shoes,” he comments as he scrunched up his face when he looked down at my shoes. 
Opening the box, were a unique pair of high tops with a dream catcher on the side. Along the 
bottom of the shoe was a quote in cursive that was difficult to read. “Thank you. If you don’t 
mind me asking what does the writing say on the side?” I asked.       
      The short man smiled and cheerfully answered, “’Are 
you dreaming?’ I just love that quote; makes you think if your dreams are going to become a 
reality.” I nodded my head and paid for the shoes immediately putting them on. “Thanks for 
shopping at ‘New Kicks!’” the man yelled as we walked out.      
“Well at least now we know who has good taste,” Ava said as she flipped her hair,” And now 
we can go to the food court.” I laughed as I dragged her toward the elevator thinking of what 
I would like to eat. Slowly the elevator doors open and we stepped in. A small paper flew 
through the door and read “Broken.” Everything slowed down, outside the glass window 
was the tall man that bumped into me early staring at me and smiling. I was about to turn 
and tell Ava but he quickly changed to the short man that helped us in the store. Ava said 
something to me but my focus was on the man. With a small wave, he changed to the red eye 
creature from my dream and mouth the words ‘Broken.’ I rushed toward the elevator doors 
to leave them open but was too late. The feeling of falling came to me again. When I heard 
Ava’s screams, I knew this time I would not wake up.  
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“Let’s go to Pennsylvania,” I whispered.
Sighing, I closed my eyes, the familiar and occasional beeps now piercing my ears. My only 
focus was on the rising and falling of my head resting on Grandpa’s chest. It was a comfort-
ing feeling. I needed to remember that he was still here. I could hear the beating of his heart 
as his chest rose with every intake of air. Yes, although he was here in this room and on this 
world, it was as if he was gone. I hadn’t heard his voice in so long, but I could still hear it 
perfectly in my mind. As my head lay on his chest, memories clouded my brain.
    “Let’s go to Pennsylvania!!” Grandpa screamed, trying to cheer me up, as five year old me 
bawled in my car seat. 
    As I heard that famous phrase, suddenly all the M&M’s on the car floor didn’t matter to me 
anymore, my skin soaking up the tears on my face. My frown turned into a big, toothy grin in 
an instant. 
    “Mommy, let’s go to Pennsylvania, NOW! We’ll tell Daddy to meet us there, c’mon!” 
    My mom, chuckling in the driver’s seat, shook her head and smiled at me through the rear-
view mirror. Grandpa’s wheezy laugh was the only thing blasting in the small car, and it was 
a laugh that could wake a bear out of hibernation. It always made me cry of laughter, and I 
longed for that moment.
    Giggling lightly, my face turned to look at Grandpa’s. Although sound asleep, his eyes 
twitched slightly once in a while and the wrinkles around his eyes creased together. This 
time, I put my hand over his heart and closed my eyes, my mind recalling another silly child-
hood memory.
    “Grandpa, stop, please, I don’t feel good,” I uttered, my eyes trying to focus on a certain 
spot, but it was useless. They mostly concentrated on the roots of a tree extending into the 
dirt. I was dangling upside down, and I desperately tried to extend my arms so that my hands 
could touch the dirt. I reached the ground and got a handful of sand, lifting it up and open-
ing my hand slowly to release a trail of sand swaying away with the wind. Grandpa had me 
hanging over his shoulder, and the potato salad was slowly creeping out of my stomach to my 
throat and out of my mouth. I could feel it at the peak of my throat and all my being was do-
ing its best to keep it in. I remember Grandpa laughing his wheezy laugh and saying, “C’mon 
JayJay suck it up,” but I couldn’t hold it in any longer, and the salad came gushing out. 
    Chuckling, I sighed and concentrated on Grandpa’s steady breathing again. That’s when 
I noticed that I hadn’t focused on the room and its interior. The room was pretty small, like 
every other hospital room on the fourth floor. The hospital bed was in the middle of the 
room, big windows on our right showcasing a beautiful sunset. It was around seven thirty in 
the evening and it would soon get dark. On our left there was a row of shelves with hospital 
supplies and any necessities for us, like Kleenex and such. 
    Connected to his bed were many tubes and machines, and the occasional beeping was the 
only sound in the room. Overall, it was a comfy place. I decided to sit on one of the chairs 
next to the bed overlooking the sunset. It was beautiful and there was a medium-sized cloud 
covering most of the sun, so splashes of color poked through the cloud and onto the sky. I 
tried to take a good look at the sunset, taking a picture of it with my mind. There were most-
ly purples and pinks, with random spots of orange here and there. I don’t know how much 



time I spent seated on the couch. Suddenly, I noticed that the cloud covered the entire sun 
and it was dark. 
My family took shifts taking care of Grandpa, and it was currently Joe’s turn and mine. That’s 
when the door creaked and he came in. 
“Here dude,” Joe said handing me my milk and muffin. He had gotten hungry since we got 
here right after baseball practice, so he went to the cafeteria. 
He sat down on the seat next to me and it was quiet for a moment, but then Joe spoke up.
“Hey Jacob?”
“Yeah?” I replied.
“Grandpa isn’t waking up anytime soon, is he? He asked lowly. I sighed. Seemed like the 
only thing I was doing lately. 
I didn’t say anything and Joe took that as an answer. I didn’t know the answer myself. 
“I guess all we can do is pray,” I decided to say seconds later. That was the truth. 
Joe nodded and sat down in his seat, checking his phone. I took that as a cue to go to the 
restroom and walk around the halls to clear my mind. It was getting suffocating in there. As 
I walked to the restroom, I passed other hospital rooms, but some of the doors were open so 
I could peek inside. It was kind of an instinct to turn my head and look into the other rooms. 
Hopefully that wasn’t rude. As I passed one room I could see a patient, a man it seemed 
around his 70’s. He was alone and no family was there with him. The poor man looked lonely 
and it must’ve been hard for him to go through these circumstances with no one by his side. 
After going to the restroom, I walked around the halls, quietly peeking into the rooms. Most 
of the doors were closed since it was night and the patients were asleep. 
There was a last room to my right, and then the hallway ended so I had to walk back the 
opposite direction. Looking into the last room, I noticed a 
teenage girl writing in a notebook. I noticed the backpack 
next to her, and that’s when it clicked. She had come here 
directly from school and was probably finishing up her 
homework. That’s not what caught my attention, though. 
It was like a party in there. There was about six or seven 
people in the room, plus the patient, who looked like a 
middle-aged woman. With the way they were smiling and 
laughing at each other, it was easy to tell that they were a 
close pack. I could see the similarity in features between all 
the teenage girls in the room, which meant they were most 
likely related. There was a man talking, and the rest of 
them laughing and nodding at each other. They were hap-
py. It was something I didn’t expect. In movies, hospitals 
are dull and quiet, and the rooms are sad and dark, yet this 
room seemed to be the brightest room in the whole hos-
pital. Yes, it was dark already, so no sunlight was coming 
in through the windows, but the way their faces gleamed 
made the whole room bright. I sighed, but not like the pre-
vious sad sighs. I sighed in contentment. Everything was 
going to be okay. 
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 The human mind is truly the scariest thing of all, especially mine. Having the ability 
to read others mind is truly terrifying. Knowing everyone’s thoughts, insecurities, conver-
sations with another person, and their plans of what they will be doing throughout the day 
is mortifying. The worst thing is that I am a security guard that works at a high security 
psychiatric hospital and I can read the minds of the patients.     
 Every night is the same. Most patients bang on their door asking to be let out, others 
fast asleep due to the medication they are given and some staying up late drifting in their 
thoughts. Usually it would be about how they plan to trick the nurses thinking they actually 
took their medicine or how to escape, which would be impossible unless they were granted 
permission to leave. I have been working for this place for the past five years now and I hav-
en’t heard or seen anyone leaving, whether by given permission or escaping.    
 In the building there is one particular hallway, which every staff member calls it “hall-
way of hell”, the reason being is the patients make it hard to walk through even though they 
are locked in their rooms. They are oddly quiet and different from other patients. If only the 
other staff members knew what they were thinking, then it would officially be the ‘Hallway 

of Hell’. I clearly remember the night they all planned to leave.     
 It was just past two-thirty in the morning. I was making my usual rounds and walked 
along the hallway. The funny thing about this hallway, it always appears to feel lon-
ger than it should, as if time has stopped.  To the right was a patient named Cole, he just 
came in three months ago and is very quiet. Passing by his room, I heard a soft banging 
and clearly heard his thoughts, ‘Last day, three hours, forty minutes, thirty seconds. Last 
day, three hours, thirty-nine minutes, forty seconds.’ Continuing pass his door, a shouting 
could be heard across from Cole’s room, which was Derek. Shocked at his sudden outburst 
I went straight to his door to only see him fast asleep. Staying by his door, I listen in on his 
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thoughts ‘Is he gone? Count to ten then continue. One and two and three.’ Noticing he will 
continue his behavior throughout the night, I passed his room and went to Casey’s. She sat 
in the middle of her white bed and starred out the gated window. Feeling my presence near 
her door, she turned her head to me and game me a small smiled. Listening to her thoughts 
she said, ‘He’s coming. Go back to his room and check on him. Good night.’ Startled that she 
knew, I quickly went to check the other rooms.         
  A loud banging was heard and I rushed toward the noisy room. Taking a glimpse 
into the room, everything was torn apart. I couldn’t see the patient but listen very carefully 
to see if I would be able to hear his thoughts. Instead of hearing one person, I heard all pa-
tients that were located in that hallway. All thoughts call to me asking to be let free. Threats 
of what will happen if I didn’t let them out came into my mind. Screams and shouts filled my 
head and I ran toward the end of the hall. With a final decision, I pressed the button to free 
all patients in that hallway. All the patients came out looking drowsy and confused. All eyes 
were on me as I sat on the floor. Casey came closer to me asking if I need help. Shaking my 
head, she still reached for my arms and pulled me up. “You’re okay, everything’s going to be 
okay,” she spoke in a soft whisper. Cole and Derek open a door to one of the rooms and Casey 
led me towards the bed. “Sleep for a little. I’ll wake you up when your shift is over,” she said 
calmly as she closed the door. My thoughts were running wild and hearing the other patients 
didn’t help either. I rushed to the door only to find it locked. I banged on the door screaming 
to be let out, but no one came.           
  The room that was a disaster was across from mine. A man came out looking 
through the window and was also banging on the door and calling for help. I couldn’t read 
his thoughts and mine were just thinking of ways to get out. Doors closing caused both of 
us to freeze but no alarms were ringing and no fast paced footsteps were heard. As I turned 
back to the man, he was out of the room wearing the same uniform I had on. It was then that 
I had realized I had been looking at my reflection the whole time and I was now one of the 
patients that was trapped. 
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I met him alone in a bar downtown. He approached me after we made eye contact and held 
up our drinks in a simple greeting. It was too loud and dim near the bar where we stood, and 
I couldn’t understand him when he gave an introduction, but I welcomed him nonetheless. 
He bought me another drink which I gratefully accepted, and we immediately clicked. He 
made me laugh all night, I couldn’t have been more attracted to anyone else than I was with 
him. He had a great smile to match his eyes that were filled with mirth. His hair was to die 
for, so black it absorbed the lights around us. His skin shone like honey. If given the chance, 
I would have willingly gone to bed with him that night. Willingly, yet he chose to take that 
will from me. 
I distinctly remember falling into his arms because I felt faint, despite the small amount of 
alcohol I had to drink.  I should have known that he planned to spike my drink.  It was so 
stupid of me to gratefully accept it, to even think that he would have been good to me that 
night. The next thing I remember is waking up in a foreign place the next morning. I was 
trapped in place as he made use of my body. I don’t know how many times it happened. I 
only remember the feeling of being stuck under his ministrations, exposed and vulnerable for 
him to take advantage of. I was immobile, trapped by all the pain, his horrifying glare, thick 
hands and heavy weight. 
He left me in the hotel room as if nothing happened. I remember remaining flat on the bed, 
afraid to move in case he returned. I didn’t want to get up, it hurt too much to even think to 
move, yet I knew I had to go home. I lost my purse back at the bar; it had my entire life with-
in it. So, I was left with no other choice but to walk my way home. I walked the 8 miles back 
to my apartment. To call it a walk of shame is an understatement. 
I didn’t know what state of distress I was in until I got home to my roommate. It only took 
one look at me for her to begin panicking. I never saw myself in the mirror that day, but 
according to her I looked as If I had dug my way out of my own grave. Apparently, I walked 
home without shoes, no underwear and a blouse ripped down the middle. My skirt and bra 
were the only thing that remained intact, not that I ever wore them again.  
My roommate had to bathe me because I was for the most part, unresponsive to everything, 
stuck on auto-pilot to survive. That day I was taken to an emergency clinic and given multi-
ple antibiotics. My feet were ruined from the walk home, I  had to wear bandages for a cou-
ple of weeks, I had a chunk of my hair ripped from my scalp that had to be bandaged as well, 
and I had to wear pads for a good week to absorb my bloody humiliation.
I don’t remember much from the weeks following that horrid night. I remember being in bed 
all day, hardly eating anything that was given to me. It took a good amount of time for my 
body to heal; mentally, I don’t think I ever did heal. 
What I do remember is seeing him again. I ran across him one night leaving my neighborhood 
convenience store. It was late at night, and I went to the store to get myself energy drinks. 
I was walking to my car, and he was exiting his. During the week of my recovery, my room-
mate forced me to carry a knife and pepper spray around everywhere I went in my purse. 
When I saw him, my entire body froze, the weight of the weapons in my purse weighing me 
down as if telling me to use them. He walked past me, I don’t think he remembered me at all. 
All I could think in that moment was restraining myself from running full speed away from 
him while also restraining from charging at him.



It took a significant amount of time staring at nothing to calm down and come to a decision.  
I decided to wait on the hood of my car, to feign nonchalance. I held my purse to my chest 
the entire time, one hand clutching its contents. When he came back outside with his pur-
chase in hand, I waited on him to get his things situated in his car. The entire time he busied 
himself, paying no attention to me. I moved on instinct as soon as his back was facing me. 
I managed to pull out my obscenely large pocket knife to drive it as deep as I could into his 
back. I think I repeated my actions many times before I realized what I was doing. I remem-
ber how I specifically aimed for his spinal cord, whether to immobilize or kill I don’t remem-
ber. When I felt his blood warming my hand and heard his choking gasps, I attempted to 
wrap my other hand around to his mouth to silence him. It must have looked weird consider-
ing how small I was and how huge he was. No one was around to witness what I had done, it 
was late at night, past midnight, in the parking lot behind the store, fortunately for me. 
After that I moved on auto-pilot. While he was hunched over in pain, I was able to shove him 
into his own front seats. I found his keys and just drove. I drove and drove until I stopped 
seeing the city lights. I don’t know how or where I dumped his body, nor do I know if he was 
still alive. I was high on my adrenaline. That’s all I could feel throughout myself, just stark 
determination to finish what I’d started, but nothing else. I didn’t feel guilt, or rage or grief. 
I just remember having this great need to keep moving. I used his car to drive back to the 
convenience store, so I could get back to my car and go home.
Clearly, that’s why I was caught. I never disposed of the evidence. I mean, I went home took 
a shower and slept the most peacefully I ever had in the past couple months. My roommate 
never knew what happened until the police showed up outside our door with a warrant for 
my arrest. I was taken in, and now, half a year later I’m here sitting in my cell writing my 
statement that no one asked for. 
So, to those still looking for his body, if anyone is, I really have no clue as to where he ended 
up. I wrote down everything I remembered the way my mind has allowed me to remember it. 
This is it, the story behind my “motive”, even though I never planned any of this out. Some-
how, I managed to unearth a deep part of myself that forgets most of what I do and why I did 
it. It’s too late to refute what I have done, especially with all the evidence. By now, I have 
accepted where I am and why. Living here, being busy with chores and tasks all day to keep 
my mind at bay, is a significantly better life than the life I was living after the night that 
brought me here. 
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I reluctantly end this soul-consuming silence to ask a sad question.
“How long has it been now?”
“Who knows; time has become meaningless at this point.”
“How much time is left?”
“Hard to tell, could be millenia or mere minutes; they all feel the same regardless.”

And they did feel the same; a short conversation such as this has taken an eternity in-
between responses, or has it? Would it really take someone thirteen years to think of the 
perfect answer? Or has the idea of being eternal overclouded any feeling of responsibility to 
promptly respond, if not at all? Who knows.
And it has been this way: with us locked in this death-embrace for however long our eternity 
has been, clinging onto each other as we witness the literal end of the universe, clinging onto 
a hope, any hope, that maybe something unexpected would happen, a spark, a reversing of 
entropy, that would reignite the light in the universe and shine the light of a new beginning; 
was there honestly any chance of this happening? Who knows.
“Remember that one time...when we first visited Saturn’s rings? You insisted on us going 
alone, but I managed to convince you to bring some of my friends along.”
“And you ended up spending more time with them than you did with me?”
“Hey, I told you I was sorry a million times.”
“No, only 2063.”
“It was a manner of speech…”
“And mine was a joke.”

A silence of considerable length then engulfed us before I, once more, happened to break it.

“How about that time on the Venusian cloud-city—when we were walking along the edge and 
that turbulence threw me off-balance and I fell from the edge...you caught me.”
“You had a lanyard and a harness on, you wouldn’t have fallen anyways.”
“And yet you lunged yourself so intensely at me that even you fell after having caught my 
hand, we were helped back up by the crew; and though it would’ve been easier for you to get 
back up with both your hands free, you did not let go of—”
“I wouldn’t have let go of you.”
“Even though it was absolutely safe to do so?”
“Never, not then, not now; why would I?”
“To survive, to move forward; I’ve always dragged you down and held you back, it was your 
dream to live to this moment and witness history till the very end, yet even through all the 
hardships, you still wanted me here with you, you took care of me through it all.”
“I guess I thought I didn’t want to be here without you.”
“Even after I pushed you away so many times?”
“Huh?” 
“Like...when you went through the procedure to become...like this.”
“You really did not want me to do it.”
“I was so scared, so anxious—I was in tears for a week—I worried so much when you first 
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brought it up, something that dangerous, that experimental, you could’ve died, I would’ve 
lost you. But then you said you weren’t going to do it.”
“You threw a vase at me.”
“I told you to leave; I yelled at you to leave, that if you couldn’t make up your mind about 
anything, even after making me suffer that much, you should just leave. And you did.”
“And came back a week later.”
“I was full of regret every single one of those days.”
“But I guess you’re right—I did take a few years for me to propose to you—”
“Nine and a half. Right before leaving to Mars, and driven by the fear of not seeing me again. 
It also took you three months to ask me out.”
“Two and a half; it was mid-March.”
“Three—I confessed to you in December.”
“Two and a half; we didn’t see each other again ‘till  January.”
“Idiot.”
Silence once again interrupted our conversation; did he get offended? Is he just thinking? I 
can’t get tell what he’s thinking nowadays, not like I used to. He’s more direct, more serious, 
more efficient; less emotional, less social (not that he’s ever been particularly talkative, but 
once he started talking about something he liked he’d just go on and on, he could ramble on 
for hours if allowed to, so long as he didn’t notice you weren’t particularly engaging in the 
topic, else he’d drop it for something more mutual, or try to at least.
“Remember our first kiss?”
He finally broke the silence; he hadn’t started a conversation in who-knows how long.
“You tried to kiss my cheek but you slipped on a step and ended up kissing my lips instead.”
“That was a nice date.”
“It was.”
But just like everything else, it was just a memory now, memories from years or eons ago; 
time is meaningless now.
And we would’ve spent years, or mere minutes perhaps, like that, locked in that death-
embrace, as we witnessed the literal end of time, moving closer to accomplishing a dream—
his dream—and we truly would have, had I not purposely left in myself a crucial flaw: for I 
was being pulled apart, atom by atom, by entropy.
Slowly, my consciousness began to fade, my mind was slipping, until it wasn’t, and I was.
If he said anything, I didn’t register; I was reminiscing for the last time, reminiscing on 
a particular occasion as my memory shrunk, cornering me to this particular event: it was 
late night, we had just started dating and I had just sent him text; “goodnight <3” it read; 
his response came about half a minute later, “goodnight, dear.” After reading this I began 
typing on the little text bar on my phone, “I wish I could just…hug you forever…”. Greatly 
overthinking how he could react to that text, I swiftly erased it and placed my phone on my 
nightstand, then fell asleep. I guess my wish did come true after all.
I end, being the sole witness that he, alone, lived on to (and excuse the redundancy) be the 
sole witness of the end, of my end.

Did the universe collapse in on itself to bring forth a new time? Or did he accomplish his 
dream of living through ‘till the end? Who knows.
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            A tan, old Toyota pulled into the parking lot of the county’s local post office. Behind 
the wheel sat a young, tall black man with hazel eyes. He was dressed in all black during a 
hot summer’s day. After taking the keys out of the grimy car, he leaned across the center 
console to the glove compartment and grabbed a black bandana. It was just big enough 
to cover the lower half of his face, making the bridge of his nose and the shape of his lips 
indistinguishable to any stranger. He then reached in again for his revolver. It was heavy 
and cold to the touch. The man in black checked the cylinder before placing the weapon on 
his side, it fit snuggly between the black waist of his jeans and the grey elastic band of his 
boxers. Next, he grabbed his glasses from the collar of his shirt. His eyes found themselves 
in the reflection of the rear view mirror before he could cover them with his black aviators. 
A moment of doubt drowned the young man as he got lost in his own eyes. They were full of 
pain and weakness. He abruptly shook his head and put on the glasses, grabbed his keys, and 
got out of the car.
            He stood tall during his brief walk across the parking lot. The sun was beaming on his 
glasses as he peered directly into the black tinted windows of the post office.  A silhouette 
of a lone man behind a counter was all that he could make out. Halfway through the parking 
lot, he unholstered his revolver and continued his long strides until he made it to the 
entrance. He quickly opened the door and rushed in. There was no one inside except an old 
man with white hair in a light blue polo, who’s back was facing the door. The man in black 
stood in awe at the door as he realized he posed no threat. He prepared himself to be cold 
and emotionless once he walked through the door but it all faded away. The worker rendered 
his weapon useless by not acknowledging it. He felt like a toothless lion hunting down its 
prey. Struggling with this thought, the man in black knew he had to do something to regain 
his sense of power.
            Slowly, he began to raise his revolver to let off a warning shot. He didn’t want to be 
the first one to speak as he was clueless what to say, so he figured a shot would surely give 
him the attention he needed. The hand cannon of a gun was already raised to the ceiling 
when he heard a voice. He regained his focus on the old man. A small moment passed before 
he heard the same voice ask the same thing. This time he listened; “Do you need anything?’ 
It was said with strength and comfort, from the voice of a man who makes a living in the 
hospitality business. The voice of a man that that you look up to in life. The voice of a man 
that has a wife and kids at home. The face belonging to the voice remained hidden since the 
worker’s back was still to the door as moving boxes kept him occupied.
            The man in black was still frozen at the door. It was too late to try to act with power. 
The monster of ruthlessness that he made with all black weakened with the passing of time 
and the sound of the man’s voice. He knew it was easier to be a monster when people looked 
at you as one, but he had not yet been looked at with fear. He’s only been greeted by a kind 
voice asking to help.  It was only a few seconds before he realized he was still frozen, full 
of doubt and misery and questioning if this was all a mistake.  The employee stacked one 
more box and then turned around to greet his quiet customer, revealing his kind, wrinkled 
face with a sincere, white smile. The man in black watched that smile turn into a look of 
bewilderment.
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            Instantly, the illusion of peace and routine was shattered and now, with a revolver 
in hand, a new of illusion of power emerged. Once the man in black saw the employee’s 
smile fade, he came to his senses and raised his gun at the stranger. “This is a robbery!” he 
shouted out of adrenaline as he stared at the man above the barrel of his gun. The employee’s 
hands were already in the air, but the man seemed to be calm. He was stern faced with his 
breathing as steady as a metronome. It took the employee a few seconds to reply, to which 
he asked “What do you want? We don’t have very much cash here. All we he have is mail.” 
His response was untroubled and assertive.
            “I know you don’t have cash. I want the boxes. Give me the boxes,” the man in black 
replied in frustration. He expected to be met with fear, but instead was having his methods 
challenged by the person he had at gun point. “I’m not going to give you the boxes” the 
employee said with conviction. It stunned the man in black. The aim of his revolver dipped 
a few inches and his broad chest became less threatening as his shoulders hung lower than 
they normally do. He was, again, frozen.
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            “I’ve been working here a long time, son. And I know that if you rob this place, a 
federal business mind you, you could end up in prison for a long time. Now, I can tell you’re 
not a bad kid. We’ve all made mistakes in life and I know times must be tough for you now 
but you don’t have to do this. You don’t want to have live with these consequences. I’ve had 
my low points too, son, and I know sometimes it feels like it won’t ever end but things will 
get better. I’m going to tell you what’s going to happen and you listen to me good, okay? 
You’re going to put your gun down. I’m going to pull out my wallet and give you the $87 
that’s in there. You’re going to take it, walk away, and drive off while I’m going to act like 
nothing happened and make sure no one else knows what happened here today either.”
            The man in black remained silent for a moment. He was visibly interested in the offer; 
the hand that held the revolver was limp and his head was tilted downwards as he stared at 
the floor contemplating his options. Of course, the thought of prison was nothing new to the 
man in black but he never truly took the time realize how detrimental years of solitude and 
exclusion from society could be to a man. Especially to a man like himself: college bound with 
a younger sister looking up to him. He remembered instantly why he had a man at gunpoint, 
his sister. He thought more and began to hate himself for putting his sister in danger. He 
hated himself for getting caught up in the wrong crowd at school and being pressured into 
being a dealer. He hated himself for lying to his mom and sister about where he got his 
money from. He hated himself for letting his suppliers find out where he lived and how much 
he loved his sister. He hated himself for getting robbed earlier that week and losing $700 
worth of his own supply. He hated himself for not being able to think of any other way to get 
the money back.
            His train of thought led him full circle back to where he currently was. He tightened 
his grip on his revolver and looked back up at the employee. “I’m sorry but $80 isn’t enough. 
I need more. I need to do this.”
            “Think about what you’re doing, son. Your life won’t be the same if you do this. Think 
about the consequences You don’t need to do this.”
            The revolver was cocked and a finger was on the trigger by the time the employee 
finished his plea. A single tear gathered at the base of his left lens and dropped from the dark 
glasses before it was absorbed entirely by his black bandana. “I know what could happen to 
me if I get caught, but I’m more afraid of what will happen if I don’t do this. Now please, 
don’t make me shoot.”
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Leo waves at the cheering crowd below the balcony with one hand and holds Thomas’s hand 
with the other. He smiles, making sure the corner of his lips meets his eyes. He makes sure 
he is standing straight, showing off his navy-blue suit that consists of gold epaulettes and 
a small rose shaped pin on his chest. Thomas, his now former husband, is wearing similar 
attire except his uniform is white with red curvy patterns embroidered on his coat. The 
crowd is wild with the people throwing streamers and playing their musical instruments. 
There is a mix of people wearing rag-like clothes with torn shoes and the others wearing 
modern clothing with jeans and t-shirts.
Today is a big day. In fact, it will be the most significant day in history. As of now, the war 
between their countries come to an end because of this wedding. Leo and Thomas’s people 
will reunite and the kingdoms will cooperate with each other since the princes are to rule 
the land together. There will no longer be violence between the rich and poor. There will no 
longer be battles for pieces of land or goods. With this marriage, any conflict will be driven 
away by force for at last, everyone decided to end the madness. What better way to end it by 
having the two royal subject from each country to marry each other?
Leo keeps waving, his eyes flickering to the silver ring on his finger. His smile falters for a 
split second, ready to convert into a frown, but he focuses on his task again. The cameras 
that were floating in the air disappear, marking their cue to go inside the palace. As soon as 
they disappear from the crowd, Leo pulls away from Thomas and walks in front of the body-
length mirror.
               “Rude,” Thomas says as he crosses his arms.
“What? It’s not like we should keep holding hands,” Leo mumbles. He makes sure his black 
hair is still properly combed. He’s never worn such a fancy attire. He felt like his legs were 
suffocating in these pants. His crown keeps slipping from his head and he fights the urge to 
just toss it on the ground.
“You’re kidding, right? We’re married now,” Thomas points out.
               “That doesn’t mean I actually love you or anything,” Leo says.
               “Watch it Leonardo. You should be nice to me. You wouldn’t want the public to know 
that we don’t get along.”
“Our only purpose of getting married is to maintain the peace but we had no further 
agreements in being loving towards each other,” Leo replies as he turns around to face 
Thomas who is a foot taller than him. His blue eyes glare furiously at Thomas’s green eyes. 
Thomas raises his hands in the air as if surrendering himself to the police.  If there was one 
thing the two could agree on is that they wouldn’t want war to break out again.
               “Geez, well it’s not like I enjoyed holding your hand either. I thought you’d be nice 
but you’re just a brat.”
“Well right back at you. You were the one in charge of your army and because of you, many of 
my people were killed.”
Thomas snickers. “Forgive me for defending my people. I was just doing my part in the war 
just like you were. Ordering yours to steal from my territory.”
“I did no such thing! They wouldn’t have to steal if you would’ve shared the wealth and-“
Leo doesn’t finish his sentence. A butler opens the door with a towel on his forearm and a 
plate against his palm. “Your highness? King Richard and Queen Jubilee have arrived for 
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dinner. They wait for your arrival with your husband.”
Thomas gives a small nod, dismissing the butler. He completely forgot about the dinner with 
Leo’s parents. Now that he knows how the prince from the South is, he almost considers 
cancelling on them tonight. Leo on the other hand, does not look as excited either. He 
wants to storm out and meet with his parents alone but that would raise questioning glances 
between his mom and dad. The last thing he needs is for his parents to regret agreeing to 
this marriage. After all, the irony is that Leo was the one to propose the idea.
Stubbornly walking side by side, Leo and Thomas make their way to the kitchen to find a 
woman with brown bouncy curls just below her shoulders and a man sharing Leo’s black 
hair. They eagerly go up to their son and each kiss both his cheeks. “Oh that was a beautiful 
wedding! You two look just right for each other!” Queen Jubilee exclaims. 
“Oh we sure are, ma’am,” Thomas says. The king and queen don’t pay attention to the 
sarcasm behind his voice. They all take a seat, the princes facing Leo’s parents across the 
table. 
“To be quite honest, I did not expect this chemistry between you two,” Leo’s father speaks 
up. “Your mother and I were hesitant to let you get married with the prince of the North.:
“Are you kidding? Leo and I had a spark between us as soon as we met,” Thomas exclaims 
as he swings his arm around Leo’s shoulder. Leo stiffens, his cheek burning up out of 
frustration. Of course, his mother sees it as a sign of blushing.
“Oh that’s adorable! As much trouble as your kingdom has brought us, we were glad to know 
that for once, one of ours was in love with one of you. We saw this as the perfect opportunity 
to stop the hostile environment. Your parents would agree, right Thomas?”
“Absolutely,” the prince of the North says. “I’m glad we all agreed on this. Your son Leo is 
the most handsome in the land.” Without warning, he places a kiss on Leo’s cheek who pulls 
away instinctively. His eyes widen in shock and embarrassment and he kicks Thomas’s leg 
under the table. Thomas, however, is unaffected and gives a charming smile. Leo realizes 
that his parents have their attention to him now and with his heart racing, he quickly forces 
a smile and clear his throat.
“Wow Thomas. I uh, I too think that you are handsome?” The statement comes out more as a 
question. 
“Aww, it’s like the first time he kisses you, isn’t it dear?” His mother says, obviously 
enjoying his red face. His father raises his eyebrows, his fingers tapping lightly against the 
table. Leo can already feel the suspicion radiating from him. He needs to fix that quick.
“Yeah mom. Thomas just makes me so happy,” Leo says, sounding way more confident than 
how he really is. “We both understand each other.”
This time, Thomas looks down and fidgets around with the hem of his uniform. “Yes and 
because of this, we’ll make you proud by taking over the throne.”
“I’m glad,” Leo’s father says. “So was it first sight?”
“Huh?” Leo and Thomas say in unison.
“You know, was it love at first sight?”
Leo almost fled the kitchen to grab his horse and run away. This was a terrible idea. “Yes,” 
he says weakly. “The most romantic way you could possibly imagine. He was in the woods 
picking out some fruit. He had no idea it was from my territory though.”
            “Then,” Thomas pipes in, “This short lad came and when we saw each other, it was 
like the gates of heaven opened up. It made no difference to me that he was from the South. 
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His blue eyes captivated me.”
Leo makes a small gagging sound and instantly plays it off as a cough. Thomas glares at him, 
silently begging him to go along. As if on cue, the food finally arrives. Several plates are 
settled in between them and without hesitation, Leo fills up his plate with corn, chicken and 
all sorts of deserts he’s never had before. He stuffs his mouth and pretends like this is the 
best food he’s ever had. Within a few minutes, he doesn’t need to pretend for this was indeed 
the best thing he’s ever tasted.
“Wow love, slow down,” Thomas says. 
“I’ll eat as fast as I want,” Leo says rudely, his voice barely comprehensive. He swallows 
down his food and changes his tone. “I mean…thank you for your concern darling, but I 
would like it if you’d let me enjoy this meal.”
“Why of course, darling. Forgive me,” Thomas says, grinning. It’s until those words that Leo 
finally understands the trick behind all of this. Thomas was doing this on purpose, not only 
to show a good view for the sake of their agreement, but to annoy the prince of the South. He 
was getting under his skin, testing to see if he would snap. But Thomas’s time for fun comes 
to an end when Leo’s mother speaks up again.
          “You know honey? We never saw your grand kiss during the ceremony. Your father got 
all emotional and we had to leave.”
         “Oh no, it’s no big deal, ma.” Of course they never kissed. When the time came for 
them to do that, Thomas had grabbed his hand instead which led to the waving to the crowd. 
          “Nonsense. A kiss is what always seals the deal with a marriage.”
         Leo and Thomas share glances with both their mouths open. Their eyebrows are raised 
and they struggle to think of something quick. Anything to avoid what’s coming next. 
         “Well come on, now. Don’t be shy. You’re married,” his father urges. “It can be a quick 
kiss.”
         Thomas no longer wanted to irritate Leo. The tip of his ears grow pink and his stomach 
lurches. Knowing that they won’t be able to hesitate any longer, they start to lean towards 
each other, both closing their eyes to avoid awkwardness. They almost pull away the second 
their lips meet and when it’s over, Queen Jubilee squeals. 
             “I am beyond happy for you two,” she exclaims. The rest of the dinner is spent with 
a flustered prince telling fake stories about how he fell in love with his husband. One thing 
that Thomas and Leo could agree on is that holding hands was much better than kissing and 
they knew that from this point forward, the humiliation was to only get worse.
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Experiment T-90
 Computer engineering base- 2698
 Location- earth’s moon  
 Jeremy Kain’s logbook
Log 287-We did it. We created artificial life. After years of dreaming and research, hell, we 
even prayed for it to happen. But like everyone always says, be careful what you wish for. 
We thought we had everything under control. Now the Zelotes T-90 is coming for us, and 
once it meets its makers, it will send us to meet our maker. Whoever thought it was a joke to 
put artificial intelligence into a computer mouse was an idiot. My friends Steve and Eric are 
hiding out with me in the testing facilities with all the doors shut and on lockdown. My wife, 
Rachel, is here as well. Communications are down so we can’t contact NASA. If we’re going 
to survive this, we need to get to the escape pods. 
Log 288- We’re in the cafeteria. Saw the mouse today, on the other side of one way glass. It’s 
no longer a small computer mouse, somehow it went from being the size of a standard mouse 
to the size a goddamn motorcycle. Doesn’t even look like a mouse anymore. Ever seen Alien 
and The Terminator? Picture their love child tearing open a man’s chest with fangs and claws 
and the ability to speak every language on Earth. We created a creature right from the depths 
of hell itself. 

Log 289- We’re moving one room a day to try to avoid the thing. Three more days and we’re 
at the pods. Once we get back I’m telling NASA to shut the place down completely.  Then 
blow this place sky high if they can. We’d better get raises for surviving this crap. It’s Steve’s 
turn for lookout duty so I’m going to get some rest and end this log pretty early.
Log 290- We started with four of us, now down to three. I thought it would be a good idea to 
try and take a detour to get extra food. Sounds good in theory, but that’s all it is. Just theory. 
I killed him, I thought it was all clear. Steve is dead cause of me, dammit all. DAMMIT ALL!! I 
need to make the priority going to the pods and making sure everyone is safe.
Log 291- Been stuck in the same room for 3 days now. Eric got his knife and killed himself. 
Said he couldn’t take it and it would be better than dying to that thing. He is right. God dam-
mit, he is right I do not want to die here, die to that thing. I’m going to sleep now, hopefully 
in the morning we can make it to the pods. 
Log 292- That is it we’re all done for. That monster cut off both Rachel’s legs and one of 
mine. I saw it drag her into a room and I heard screaming, and then silence. I hopped to the 
pods; thank God, they are just down the hall right? Wrong. I am a scientist, supposed to find 
solutions to problems with all the materials I have and be prepared for anything. The beast 
was more of that than I am. Steve had the keys to the pods, and it killed him first. Eric had 
the medical supplies and, when he killed himself, Rachel had them. It knew what we were 
doing and picked us off in an order that would benefit it and make us suffer. Now, I sit in 
front of this pod, no leg, no friends, and no wife. If anyone gets this, destroy this base. Do 
not under any circumstances enter here. If you choose to enter, then may god have mercy on 
your soul. I can hear it stomping towards me. My time is up. Goodbye Rachel. This is Jeremy 
Klain. Goodbye.
 

experiment t-90
Joshua Borrego - 12th Grade
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ENVO
Syleste Luevano - 12th Grade

I watch her. She’s hugging him. Her arms around him as if he’s the last piece of 
candy in the store. She’s staring. Gazing at him as if she has found a lost trea-
sure. Smiling. He is the number one priority in her heart. Why can’t that be 
me? 
“Welcome to the friend zone, buddy,” says an unfamiliar voice.
I close my locker and see a spirit. Who is talking to me. Now I am going crazy. 
Great. If I close my eyes, maybe he’ll be gone. 
“Nice try my dude, but I’m stuck here for a while,” it says.
“Oh great. You can read minds. Who the hell are you?” I say aloud. He seems to 
be a solid figure, but fades when looking for his legs. Looks about my age, too, 
about seventeen years old.
“I’m Envo, your companion through this suffering.”
“What suffering?” I rolled my eyes and started to walk to class peeking at my 
best friend Sophie with her new beau. 
“Dude, you are dying. I can see it in the way you are looking at that chick.” He 
catches up to me, but I stop and turn to him.
“She is not a chick!” I scold him. Looking around, people are staring at me, 
including Sophie. “Come with me.” I walk down the hall and around the corner 
into the restroom. 
Checking every stall to see if anyone is in here, he stands by the sink. “Am I the 
only one who can see you?” Muddled, I turn on the sink and wash my face. The 
cold water sweeps over my eyes, calming the nerves that are electrocuting my 
body. 
“You’re the only one who can see this version of me.” He looks into the mirror, 
but there is no reflection. 
“What do you mean by ‘this version’? Who are you?” I look at Envo who is still 
trying to see his own reflection. 
“I wish I had a body. I bet I look good.” 
“Stop avoiding the question!” My fist hits the wall out of the frustration of his 
un-cooperation. Still the morning and I am having such a crappy day. 
“I told you already. My name is Envo.” He chuckles at the serious tone in my 
voice and turns to me. “Would you like me to elaborate on that?” I clench my 
fists to my side, and all he does is laugh at me. “I am your spirit of Envy.” 
I release my grip, demented, I ask, “Envy? Why? I am perfectly fine with every-
thing, why is this the time you choose to show up?” 
“In these few short days, you will make a decision that will drastically change 
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your life. I’m here to help you refrain from that decision, but it will be your 
choice in the end whether you want to listen to me or not.” He leans against the 
wall and closes his eyes. “I can’t tell you the decision, so don’t bother asking. 
With your heightened temper, at this point, you’ll only have until tomorrow.” 
He moves his head in the direction of the wall I just hit, where there is a black 
void in the shape of my fist. 
I know to whom he’s referring now. “Sophie.” As I get closer to him to examine 
his face at a closer proximity, he begins to fade away.
Before I had the chance to ask him a question, he was already gone from my 
sight and the bell to start first period echoed through the restroom tiles. 
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Crunch Rucker “The People’s Legend” 
Austin Batres - 12th Grade

In a time which people obsess over celebrities with big butts and no talent, 
a time when the president of the U.S.A was once a television star with a big 
mouth, there stood one man, a man of dominance, ultimate skill, a freak of 
nature, an African American man with incredibly masculine features, a 2 foot 
long, jet black afro, a goatee, glasses, a 6”4 man who is 400 lbs of pure un-
adulterated muscle, this man would come to be known as the people’s legend, 
this was the man known as Crunch Rucker. In his early years Crunch wasn’t 
what he is today, his family was broke as a joke, they lived in the crappiest part 
of the tough Brooklyn Streets when he was born. He was the youngest of 15 
brothers, he and his brothers never knew the father. His momma was a crack 
fiend but not a deadbeat one, she worked day and night to provide for the fam-
ily, she just had an addiction. Crunch was the youngest of the 15 and he caught 
a lot of shit from his brothers, they picked on him, took his dessert whenever 
there was any and just treated him like the youngest brother. He coped with 
this abuse through school, he was a fantastic student, his work ethic in the 
classroom propelled him above all others, and because of this he never had any 
problems at school because he was seen as,”The only brotha who had a chance 
of making it out of here,” which isn’t really a normal thing in ghetto schools, 
but in this school it was different, people loved Crunch. He made straight A’s 
and had a real knack for sports, all sports. He was naturally muscular and was 
fast, and he knew the structure of the game, he understood the small details, 
he was a technical mastermind on the field. This earned him a full scholarship 
to Yale, he had from something, something horrible it seemed. Kareem came 
over and in a hurried voice said,” Yo, Crunch, man, some crazy stuff is going on 
right now, the city is in panic fam, you need to go check it out!” Crunch is con-
fused by what is happening.””What you mean? Kareem you need to chill bruh, 
calm down and tell me where dis noise is happening at.” Kareem takes a breath 
and has calmed enough to talk to Crunch. “Alright man look, some crazy ass 
stuff has happened in Bed Stuy on Biggie’s old stomping grounds. You need to 
check dat shit out; in fact, you might want to pay a visit to your old martial arts 
master, Wang Ching Chun. He may have some answers.” Crunch goes to where 
this chaos is coming from and all he sees is a massive cloud of fog and a horde 
of people scrambling out of their low class apartments with their children in 
hand. “What the hell is going on in this neighborhood; what could have possibly 
created this chaos, man? Oh damn, Kareem was right, I have to go see Master 
Wang Ching Chun.” He travels to see the ancient martial artist in his store right 
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outside of the commotion, an old decrepit looking man with a white hair bun 
on his head and a long fu manchu beard. “Herro Crunch, I know why you have 
come, your brother Shyheim was in here earirer talking about a carr he got from 
someone craiming to know you.” Flashback to four hours ago when Shyheim 
got that call. RING RING RING, “Who dis?” ”Hello Shyheim it has been a while, 
a long while since I have talked to you.” “I don’t know you. Who you think you 
are fam? Where you get this number from?” “Oh Shyheim don’t you know? I 
know you, Crunch and your family, we are closer than you think.” ”You crazy,” 
he then hangs up the call and tells Master Wang Ching Chun. The Master is not 
amused by the news. Cut back to current time. “Crunch, the city is in grave 
danger. This man who called Shyheim is a man by the name of Apocarypse.” 
“Oh man, this the dude who caused all of that buzz in Bed Stuy?” “Yes Crunch, 
but the ting is, he is your rong rost brother. He is the missing link in your fam-
ily.” Crunch is taken back by the news, not knowing he had a lost brother who 
turned out to be an evil mastermind. “Master Wang Ching Chung, what did he 
do to cause the fog and all the commotion?” “Crunch, he came from under the 
streets with a drill machine, and he destroyed an entire building with what 
seemed to onry be his fist. From 3rd person accounts, a man tried to stop him 
only to be met by a large fist that punched a hole straight through his face, peo-
ple said they could see right through the big hore in his face, he stole a baby’s 
candy, he loitered in a no loitering zone, just awful things Crunch.” Crunch now 
has an angry look on his face and is already planning how to stop this heathen 
of a man. “Ok, Master, this man is a rare breed, he is the opposite of me, on the 
streets these type of men are known by one name and one name only.”  
“I know how to stop a bitch ass nigga, the task won’t be easy seeing how he is 
as powerful as me. Master I am going to have to break out the forbidden fight-
ing style of the 5th century Wang dynasty, the clap of thunder, strike of light-
ning.” “Crunch, I wouldn’t advise you to do that, it hasn’t been used in actual 
combat for centuries, it is supposed to be used as a form of meditation onry!” 
Crunch’s look becomes one of ultimate determination, all 400 lbs of him, all 2 
feet of his afro are going to be put to the test. “Master I WILL do this, I WILL 
succeed.” Stay tuned for part 2... 
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C r o s s  L i n k
Joshua Borrego  - 12th Grade

 I was summoned to another world named Audia by Azuma, a hero in that place. There, 
I had amazing abilities and powers that one could only dream of. I discovered many exotic 
lands, people and cultures, met some really good friends who I would fight alongside once 
again, and fought terrible evil that was both terrifying and exhilarating. Now, I’m back in my 
studio apartment. Sitting on my messy bed, next to my microwave. Dammit.  
 I feel like I was in Audia for 3 years, yet it was only a week in my world. Pop Tarts, not 
Kasugie (other dimensional eggs) but still good. I walk to my only window and open my cur-
tains to be greeted by everything on fire and devastated. “Huh. That’s new. I don’t remem-
ber everything being on fire. Well, time to fly out and save people.” I walked out my front 
door and leapt in the air, but fell back down. “Damn, I lost all my power when I crossed here. 
Guess it’s only available in Audia,” with nothing else I could do, I paced back and forth think-
ing of a solution. Then, I thought if they summoned me to their world for help, I could do the 
same. While I don’t exactly have the materials for it I could makeshift something. 
 I made a makeshift circle with flour, pepper, milk and hot sauce. “Please work, AZU-
MA! I NEED YOUR HELP! PLEASE AID ME IN MY WOLRD AS I AIDED YOU IN YOURS!” The 
circle was glowing and spinning, before I knew it he appeared in a cloud of smoke. “Daistrum 
my friend why have you summoned me? We going to go drink? I don’t remember the stories 
you told of your world being on fire?” 
“Listen Azuma, something bad is going on I feel it. The center of the city looks more on fire 
and destroyed than anywhere else so we should check that out. I don’t have my powers here, 
do you?” Azuma tried jumping in the air, but fell. “What is wrong with me, I can’t fly. Your 
world must have different laws to it.” “Let’s take this” I said pointing to a car. It had gas left 
in it so we could take it.
We began driving through the city, but stopped when we saw a hoard of people. Only they 
weren’t regular people. They were people on fire, walking like normal with glowing orange 
eyes and mouths, screaming as they ran toward us. “There’s an alternate path on your left, 
take it!” Azuma yelled. I drove through the ally and we ended up in front of Comex, a garden 
store. “Follow me!” I shouted, waving to Azuma. Usually in the apocalypse, a garden store 
isn’t the place you want to go, but in this case it was perfect. “Azuma, when I say now I want 
you to turn this to the right. I’m going to go out there and fight.” I began stepping outside 
holding y weapon. The hoard had followed us and were closing in fast. “NOW!” I shouted. 
With the switch turned my weapon let out a full blast of water and I saw the people begin to 
vanish in steam. “I’m finally watering the plants. God that was a terrible one liner but, screw 
it I’m killing the bastards!” after two minutes of showering them with a hose I tell Azuma to 
turn it off and we begin driving to the center of the city. 
“What happened here? You said your city was green with a bright blue sky. It’s red with a 
dark black sky.” “I don’t know Azuma. Something must have happened while I was away. A 
week is a lot of time I guess. Maybe we finally went to war with- What the hell is that!?” in 
the center of town is a giant hole, erupting smoke and fire people. In the middle of it, a giant 
scaly body of red and orange comes from it. Each had as big as a bus with claws t match. 
His head, that of a lizard and eyes a piercing yellow.  He looks down and recognizes Azuma. 
Seeing Azuma makes him roar, a roar that shakes the ground, a roar that could be hard all 
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the way in Audia. “It is Vanguum the Destroyer, he must have come here after we killed his 
son Kaiguum in Audia.” Azuma said in awe. “Let’s go have a chat with him.” I said in a low 
voice. We approach Vanguum and his fire people begin to rush us, then stop and open a path 
to him. “Azuma, you killed my son. You destroyed his conquest of your world. You will not 
stop mine. Who is this you have with you, Daistrum if I recall? Is this his world?” “Yes it is, 
why are you here?” I shouted at him. He began to chuckle, a chuckle that sent shivers down 
my whole body, as if it froze my bones. “It’s what I do. This world will belong to me, but you 
will try to stop me and die in the process, for you have no power here.” “You’re wrong” I say 
glaring at him. 
“I don’t care about my world. Everyone here has treated me like crap. My family, my work, 
everyone. I have nothing here, no power, no friends, NOTHING! Back in Audia, I had every-
thing. So if you’re going to destroy my world, go for it. Just do 1 thing, send me and Azuma 
back to Audia. Where I can help and protect people that would do the same for me.” Azuma 
looks at me and says “These people have mistreated you, your life in Audia was better. I 
would gladly have you return with me, but to leave these people like this? I ant do that.” I 
give Azuma a stern look, then look back at Vanguum. “Leave this world in peace, and return 
both of us back to Audia.” Vanguum stares at me with those yellow eyes, then snickered. 
“Who are you to command a god like myself? What makes you think I’ll just leave this world 
and Audia alone, not to mention take both of you there? You know I’m not here to kill you for 
vengeance on my son, I could care less about him. You disgraced my name when you killed 
him, I want your world.” I turn to Azuma. “There’s no other way, we have no choice.” “Re-
member the stories we told you in my village. There’s always 2 paths to take. Depending 
which one you take, you will be remembered a great hero, or a terrible villain.” I look back 
at Vanguum, look him dead in the eyes, and say “Send Azuma back to Audia, leave my world 
alone, and you can take me as a prisoner. I delivered the killing blow to your son. 
Vanguum grabs Azuma and flings him into the pit. “Done. He is back in Audia. He’ll fall from 
the sky and it’ll hurt like hell, but he’s back. Now then, you said you delivered the finishing 
blow. As I said I care nothing for my son other than the fact that by you killing him it dis-
graced my family name. As Azuma said, you walk two paths, so since you killed my son, I 
offer you a second choice. I offer you the power that he possessed and much more. You could 
make everyone kneel at your feet and fear you, you could have real power in all worlds, not 
just Audia. What do you say?” I thought about a lot of things in the span of thirty seconds, 
Audia, my world, Azuma, and Vanguum’s offer. “This world has brought me nothing but mis-
ery, but I feel it is not my place to destroy it or let it be destroyed. I have an offer that would 
benefit both of us. Send your strongest warrior to Audia, send me there and if I win, you 
leave this world and Audia alone. I lose, I will serve till the day I die. Deal?” 
Vanguum stares at me and says in a gritty voice “Very well mortal, I accept. 1 month from 
now in Audia.” He throws me into the pit and I fall through the skies of Audia. Azuma greets 
me on the ground. “Daistrum what happened?” he asks me. I tell him my plan and ask him to 
train me more and prepare for the fight. A month of ruthless training goes by. I step into the 
arena, waiting. A portal of hellfire opens and Vanguums human form comes through, bright 
orange hair, skin a pale ash, and armor a dark crimson, looking like a knight. His champion 
walks after him, a warrior with similar crimson knight armor, only twice as big lugging a 
giant war axe on his back. I turn to Azuma with a face of fear, then I smile. Because I’m back 
here in Audia, with my friends. And I’m ready to save it once more. 
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 “I’m going to my mom’s, I’ll be back at around 10,” Emily said as she walked out the door. 
James stood there as she closed it, then went to turn on his TV, and walked to the fridge for 
a beer. He popped it open, but realized that the TV wasn’t working. He flipped through the 
channels, but they were all playing the Emergency Alert System reporting an asteroid was 
set to hit the earth in approximately two hours. “Oh crap, I thought that was a hoax,” he 
said.
 He waisted no time and rushed to his car. Her parent’s house was in the middle of 
town, it would normally take him fifteen minutes to get there but unfortunately for him, 
everyone else was leaving their houses, too. Traffic was backed for miles. No one was going 
to get anywhere. He checked the radio, and the only thing playing on any frequency was the 
Emergency Alert System, counting down how long until the asteroid hit and telling everyone 
to stay indoors or find the nearest shelter. He only had one hour and thirty-seven minutes. 
He quickly got out of his car and looked up to the sky. He noticed a bright light, the asteroid. 
He then started to run.
 Memories of Emily flooded his head. The times they laughed and cried together. This 
was enough to push him to keep going. He checked his watch, one hour left. All around him 
were people running for their lives. He heard people screaming and crying. Moms trying to 
comfort their kids, dads trying to comfort the moms, and couples embracing each other for 
the last time. He feared there wasn’t enough time, but he had to see her again.
 Finally, he arrived at the house with seven minutes left, only to find she wasn’t there. 
Her car was nowhere to be seen, everyone left. He stood in place, distraught about his situa-
tion. He paced back and forth then called her on his phone:
 “Em, where are you?”
 “I was on my way back to the apartment to see you, but I got stuck in traffic,” she 
muttered.
 “Really?” his voice cracked. “I came to see you at your mom’s,” he laughed.
 Her sobbing can be heard on the other side. “I’m scared,” she said.
 “I am too,” he checked his watch, one minute, “I wish there was more time, but I have 
to tell you. I love you.”
 The night sky lit up and giant boom was heard. Still crying, she said, “I lo-

Big Blue
Armando Castaneda - 12th Grade
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Bachelor Party
Armando Castaneda - 12th Grade

“You?” he said, looking at her in shock, “What are you doing here?”
“I work here,” she said quietly. 
“What a reunion,” he thought.
“Why are you here?” she asked.
“Bachelor party.”  
“You’re getting married?”
“No, my friend is, the others just wanted to bring him here for his ‘last days of freedom’ but 
it’s really for them, which is funny because they don’t know what they’re doing.”
“Oh.”
“Yeah, I’d never come to a place like this.”
“I bet.”
The music was blaring. His friends called for him, but it was more like cheering. He signaled 
back.
-
“It’s been a while,” he said.
She stayed quiet.
“So. . . why this place?” he asked.
She stayed quiet and embarrassed, then another dancer, someone familiar, came for her. It 
was her friend.
“No wonder,” he said to himself.
“HEY!” her friend shouted, “Cash out and let’s go! We got somewhere else to be!”
“Are you gonna go with her?” he asked.
“I kind of don’t want to, but I have to,” she replied.
“Then why are you going?”
“I don’t have anywhere to stay but with her.”
“Oh. You should come with me. Why not stay at my place?”
“No, it’s okay. I wouldn’t want to intrude.”
“Intrude on wh-”
“She can’t. She doesn’t want to,” her friend shouted.
He finally remembered her friend from Junior and Senior year in high school.
“No wonder,” he thought.
He ignored her friend and said, “Come on, it’s okay.”
She accepted his invite resignedly.
“Fine then. Leave or whatever,” her friend said as she stormed off.
He signaled to his friends that he was leaving. They cheered because all they saw was him 
leaving with one of the dancers, but the groom didn’t, he sat there uncomfortably, not want-
ing to be there at all.
-
The ride to his place was silent, all that could be heard was the car on the road. She didn’t 
look at him and he didn’t look at her, but there was a sadness in his eyes. He wanted to talk 
to her, but kept everything to himself. She just kept looking out the window, ignoring the 
hateful texts her friend would send. She sat nervously as they got to his house. It wasn’t too 
small, but not too big either. He entered a passcode onto the keypad on the front door 



and entered.
“Go ahead and make yourself comfortable,” he said, “I’ll make you something to eat.”
“No it’s okay.”
“Do you like your eggs scrambled or. . .?”
“Y-Yes. Did you forget?”
“I just had to make sure,” he chuckled as he cooked the eggs.
“I guess some things haven’t changed,” he thought.
As she ate he fixed up where she would stay.
“You can sleep in here. I don’t have any girl’s shampoo, but you can use mine. I also left you 
some of my pajamas on the bed, they may be a little big but they’re better than what you’re 
wearing right now.”
She finished eating, took a shower, and put on the pajamas. He stayed in the kitchen. She 
walked out of his room and looked at the front door.

“Why is there a keypad on this side too?” she asked.
“Security.”
“To leave?”
He nodded, “It works both ways. I enter a passcode to get in and another to get out.”
“Why?”
“So that in the case someone were to break in, they wouldn’t be able to leave.”
“Why would someone break in?”
“It’s happened,” he said, grabbing his right shoulder.
“Oh.”
“Yeah, wouldn’t want anything like that to happen again.”
“I guess you’re right.”
“You should get some sleep. We can catch up tomorrow if you’d like.”
“Yeah. Goodnight.”
“Goodnight.”
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She left to his room and tried to sleep. He stayed in the dining room and poured himself a 
drink to unwind for a bit.
-
Three hours passed. It was 2 AM. She came out of his room to see if he was still awake. He 
was sitting at the dining table, writing.
He looked at her and asked, “What are you doing up?”
“I couldn’t sleep. What about you?”
“Writing.”
“So did you became an author after all?”
“Sort of. I’m still waiting to be published,” he said, pointing at drafts.
“Did you ever become a teacher?” she asked.
“Second year starts in three weeks. Summer vacation is still going.”
“Oh. Are you writing in a journal?”
“Yeah, I guess you can call it that,” he said as he closed it.
“Can I read it?”
“It’s personal. Only my parents can read this.”
“Oh. . . okay. How are they?”
He looked down at the journal, “They’re good,” he said.
“That’s good. Do you see them often?”
“Yeah kind of. I go every weekend and read my journal.”
“Oh, well that’s nice.”
Her friend kept texting her, asking her where she was.
“Is that her texting you?” he asked.
“Yeah. She really wants me to leave.”
She looked at the front door.
“Do you want to leave?” he asked. 
“I can’t be here.”
“Why not?”
“I have to go.”
“Do you have any obligation to leave?”
“She keeps texting me that I have to go.”
“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean that you must go.”
“But-”
“Do you have kids?”
She looked to the floor, “no.”
He could tell by the tone of her voice not to dwell any further.
“Alright well, I insist that you stay, at least for the night, it’s too late to go anywhere at this 
time.”
She quietly agreed. He finished his entry and went to the living room, turned on the TV, and 
sat down. She followed and sat down on the other end of the sofa. He flipped through the 
channels and stopped on a nature show.
Two more hours passed. She was asleep, curled into a ball. He got up, turned off the TV and 
retrieved the blankets from his bed to cover her. He sat on his recliner and dozed off, disap-
pointed about what has happened to her.



Do you remember the first time you held my hand? We were walking through a random park 
we had found, both holding a cup of my homemade hot chocolate. You held my hand claiming 
to protect yourself from the chilled weather, I remember thinking to myself how dumb and 
cute of a lie that was. We eventually passed by a group of men that laughed and called out to 
us in crude ways. I don’t remember what they said to us, but I remember what you did. You 
turned us around to face them and bent down to my hand that you held, brought it to your 
lips and kissed it. 
 I can still recall how uncomfortable those men looked when you turned to them and how 
I almost dropped my cocoa from my excited trembling. After that you walked away, still 
holding my hand all while acting as if nothing had happened. I don’t think you ever realized 
how important that was to me, how in that moment I knew I had to keep you in my life. It 
sounds cliché, I know, and I know that’s not you would have remembered it. 
I feel like everything about us was cliché. I mean, it was us against the world, living in our 
small studio apartment with our staple diet of cheap wine and take out. You were all I had 
that was important to me in life, and according to you, I was all you had in life, period. 
Dr. Sanchez said writing this letter would be challenging at the very least. Everything that 
man tells me to do is challenging, what would his purpose be if he didn’t tell me to test 
myself every day?  I thought at first, I would get nowhere with this, but I realized I have too 
much to write, yet I have no words to describe my memories of us. I think I’ll start with what 
I remember most. 
I remember fighting often. You had the idea that you were saving me stuck in your head. For 
such a long time, you would selfishly push me away to “protect me”. As if I would care about 
your background of substance abuse when I was so deeply in love with you. I also remember 
you giving up the fight between us to just accept that I would never leave your side. Those 
moments of your acceptance were the happiest of my life. I have yet to be as happy as I was 
then.
 Dr. Sanchez said writing this would help me move on, but I don’t think I want to, not after 
15 years. I’m scared moving on means forgetting. If I move on, do I forget who I am any 
further? For so long I felt like I failed 
you and myself. I’m trapped in the 
memories you left me with. Every aspect 
of my life, even now, still has traces of 
you. What’s worse is the fact that my 
husband nor kids know about you. I have 
kept you within me for so long. 
How was I supposed to tell anybody 
what we were? We were both so young, 
our families thought we were the best 
of friends. How would my family now, 
react to the fact that my soulmate is 
you, a woman who is not here anymore? 
I deeply fear it wouldn’t end well. 

A lost memoir
Vivian Munoz - 12th Grade
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I thought I moved on, but when I found the quilt I made in your memory so many years ago, I 
broke down. I realized I never moved on, I just shoved you in the farthest corner of my mind 
and hurt myself in the process. For so long I thought everything was fine, but being fine is 
the best life had become, especially since I forced myself to remain closeted- I still might 
remain that way.  
Life without you is mundane. Do you remember how we would drive your bike everywhere we 
went? I remember travelling on the outskirts of San Jose, leaving the annual San Francisco 
Pride when your bike broke down. We were stranded in the desert! The entire time you 
kept calm and reassured me that we would be fine. I remember the panic that I felt stopped 
when you hugged me close to you to fight the cold of the desert night. You lent me your 
leather jacket and laid out a blanket to sleep on, yet we chose to not sleep and talked about 
our future, all while watching the stars. That night, of all nights, you proposed to me. I 

remember thinking you were 
joking. I mean, under what 
jurisdiction could we get 
married? You then told me 
that it didn’t matter, that you 
wanted to stay promised to 
me for the rest of your life. We 
both knew how reckless of a 
thought it was, yet neither of 
us cared, too gleeful to worry 
about the future. 
I thought I would never be 
happier than I was in that 
moment, you proved me 
wrong though, giving me 
countless more memories 
to make me overjoyed. That 
morning, a group of bikers 

calling themselves Dykes on Bikes found us and helped us back into the city. They told 
us they were leaving San Francisco after participating in the pride parade, just like us. I 
remember you befriended them immediately, as it was in your nature to do so. We told them 
of our engagement and they congratulated us and took us to a bar to celebrate. That memory 
is still so vivid in my mind, I sometimes find myself living in it.  
Do you remember the last time you held my hand? I sat by your side reading “The Color 
Purple” to you. The entire time you held a weak smile in my direction. I’ll never forget that 
expression. I remember looking up at you to see how you were doing when I noticed your 
grasp on my hand had weakened. I didn’t know what to do. You were taken from me in that 
very moment. 
You told me the first month into our relationship that you were diagnosed with pneumonia 
because of the Virus. You had encountered a dirty needle, and according to you, your 
addicted self didn’t care about the consequences, you just craved your constant high.   
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We were both aware of your inevitable end but didn’t care. You left me promised to you. 
I was and still am devastated. I didn’t know how to live on, I spent the months after 
contemplating my own end, when I soon decided to live for your memory. Looking back, 
that’s why I failed you. I lived to keep your memory but didn’t share the importance of 
your memory to the world. The quilt I made in your remembrance wasn’t ever displayed or 
praised. It’s made of your old shirts and our once favorite blanket. You would cry if you saw 
it, I always do. Now, it’s currently in my attic, hidden away from everything. The quilt is not 
as it used to be, it smells of dust and eaten away by moths, never seeing the light of day. 
Years later, I can’t remember when exactly, I met Charlie. My parents loved him, and he 
loved me. It was an impulsive decision, but I thought marrying him would help me move on. 
I was wrong, two kids later and I still live in the past. I love my family, undoubtedly. I just, 
really don’t know what I’m doing anymore. Whenever I must decide something I think of how 
you would handle the situation. Cowering to fit into society is not such a choice you would 
make, yet I did. 
 If you saw how I was today, I don’t think you would love me. You would look at me in disgust 
and tell me to face myself. I’m trying to. I really am. I don’t know how everyone in the 
community moved on with their lives. Is everyone just faking it like I am? 
You never even told me how to prepare myself for your passing. No “find someone else”, no 
“don’t forget about me”, not even a simple “move on.” We avoided the topic of your death 
like the plague. I was unprepared. I guess no one is ever prepared for death. There’s no 
warning. It just takes what it wants. Death doesn’t let us say goodbye.
 I don’t think I ever got to tell you how I really felt. We just assumed we were meant for each 
other, I never even heard you say those three simple words to me. How could we have never 
communicated such strong feelings for each other? 
Do you remember the last time you held my hand? How I felt your fingers caressing the ring 
you put on my finger. How I didn’t see you take your last breath. How I never got to whisper 
to you how much I loved you. I guess I can properly say it now. 
I love you. 
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The Importance of the Word I
Justice Good - 9th Grade

   
         In the novel Anthem, Ayn Rand explores the theme of individualism by frequently 
referencing the importance of individual will. Ayn Rand explores the Universal theme 
of individualism through the development of the character Equality 7-2521 in her novel 
Anthem. In the novel Anthem the world is ruled by a Collectivism dictatorship, it is a belief 
that you can only exist as a whole/group not as an individual. This type of government will 
create a mind set for other individuals and change how they and everyone interpret the 
world. This belief will cause No one to think as an individual only as a group. If anyone has 
other beliefs then the community they will be punished and would be put into jail. The fight 
for individual rights will be a difficult and long journey.
    Ayn Rand frequently expresses the theme individualism through the text. One of first 
examples is evident the following excerpt: “It was that the learning was too easy. This is a 
great sin, to be born with a head which is too quick. It is not good to be different from our 
brothers, but it is evil to be superior to them. The teachers told us so, and they frowned 
when they looked upon us.” (Rand 21) This text proves that you will be treated badly if 
you’re different.  From the beginning of the novel, Ayn Rand makes frequent references 
to the hardship and importance of individualism. One example is, “we tried to not to 
understand what the teachers taught, but we always understood it before the teachers had 
spoken. We looked upon Union 5-3992, who were a pale boy with only half a brain, and we 
tried to say and do as they did, that we might be like them, like Union 5-3992, but somehow 
the teachers knew that we were not. And we were lashed more often than all the other 
children.” (Rand 21) This piece of evidence proves that you will be punished for acting and 
thinking as an individual and not being like everyone else.
    Another scene in Anthem establishes the theme of individualism. This occurs when the 
main character talk to the scholars about his box of electricity.  Evidence is provided when 
“what is not thought by all men cannot be true,” said Collective  0-0009, (Rand 73) and 
if this should lighten the toil of men,” said Similarity 5-0306, “then it is  a great evil, for 
men have no cause to exist save in toiling for other men. ”This thing,” they said,” must be 
destroyed.” (Rand 74) In the excerpt from Anthem proves that is would be very difficult to 
convince these people of anything that only one man has thought of it. During this time of 
this city to would be very hard to change someone’s mind or be different than them.
       Through the entire book the author Ayn Rand has cemented the theme of 
individualism through the text. I have given many examples of the importance of being an 
individual and having separate rights/ thoughts. Equality 7-2521 journey has been difficult 
because he had different beliefs then his fellow community. Finally, the importance of 
being an individual is visited when Equality 7-2521 and the Golden One go to a house from 
the unmentionable times. In this house is a library with the history of their past. The main 
character reads these books and learns the importance of thinking as an individual not as 
a group. He also learns the importance of a word that has been lost for a long time; this 
word is “I.”  He will keep fighting to change the thoughts and beliefs of everyone else. Soon 
everyone else will know the importance of individualism.

Works Cited
Rand, Ayn. Anthem. 50th Anniversary Edition. New York, NY: Signet, 1995. Print.

160160



Life isn’t easy. Every single day we are faced with obstacles we need to conquer. 
However, some obstacles are harder to overcome. Recently, I was faced with one of the 
biggest challenges of my life. Just a week after celebrating my 15 years of life, a pistol fell 
from its holster and a bullet was fired through my pelvis. Thankfully, the bullet missed any 
major arteries and instead it lodged itself into the head of my femur. I cannot ever fully 
describe the amount of pain, terror, and hope that entered my body in that instant. My heart 
told me that this was not the end for me. My bones told me to stay awake. My blood told 
me to stay calm. I knew that though bullets took lives; this one had just started a new one 
for me. I would be able to overcome the gun wound with the undying support of family and 
friends, the skilled work of doctors, and my faith.  

The presence of my 
family and friends made 
the traumatic experience so 
much easier to deal with.  
We were overwhelmed 
with the amount of love 
and prayer that is still 
being sent our way. In 
the hospital, it seemed 
all of El Paso was in my 
waiting room standing by, 
supporting my family and 
I. Their constant company 
made me feel safe. I knew 
that no matter what I 
was going to go through I 

was never going to go through it alone. According to the Belin Orthopedic Center, a strong 
support system is essential after a major surgery. All the procedures had made me physically, 
mentally, and emotionally stressed. My family was there to endure it all with me, and relieve 
that anxiety. After being released from the hospital, I was diagnosed with PTSD. It was hard 
for me to relieve the experience. Thinking about it even to this day, brings me to tears. My 
parents have been there for me in every single aspect of the whole accident. They have not 
only talked to me and comforted me, but they have gone on to get me professional help. The 
amount of support I have received since my hospitalization has made it so much easier for 
me to keep moving forward. Taking the steps to recovery are not difficult knowing an entire 
army of family and friends are right behind you. 

Through the work of my surgeons I was able to physically overcome the damage the 
bullet left. They saved my life and for that I will never be able to repay them. Going into 
the hospital that day I was terrified. My surgeons, Dr. Mclean and Dr. ABD were absolutely 
fantastic and I find it extremely necessary to give them all the praise I can. They were unsure 
of where the bullet had gone. There was no exit wound so it was somewhere stuck in the 
labyrinth that is my body. Immediately I was taken care of by the hospital staff. They were 
so kind to me, talking me through everything that was going to happen.  Since we had no 
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clue where the bullet was, exploratory surgery was essential to my survival. The MRI was not 
able to locate the metal as I was bleeding so heavily internally, and this was our only option. 
Dr. Mclean operated on me and was able to determine where the bleeding was occurring. My 
rectum was stapled, closing the holes the bullet had made, and my intestine was cut to make 
sure no feces would infect the wound. I was left with a colostomy bag and an open abdomen. 
The following day Dr. ABD went into my femur to retract the bullet. This operation should 
have taken three surgeries but only took one. They were able to help me physically overcome 
the immediate damage the bullet left. I was left with a right leg that was nearly impossible 
to move. Over time and with the help of homecare nurses and my physical therapist, I am 
starting to maneuver my leg so much better. I am still not physically 100% but because of 
my doctors I am overcoming the physical restrictions.   

Finally, the main reason I was able to overcome the gun wound truly was God. I 
need to give Him all glory for my endurance. Even before the accident happened I felt 
God’s presence. It wasn’t until I looked back at everything that happened that I seemed to 
notice all of His blessings. First, the pistol didn’t fire to where it would have hit my spine, 
potentially leaving me paralyzed. The bullet also missed all major organs and arteries. It 
lodged itself in a spot were there could be no exit wound. That exit wound would have been 
a major issue and I could have possibly bled out if it would have gone through my bone. 
Thankfully, my little cousins and sister had not witnessed the impact. God gave my mother 
the strength to call 911 and quickly get me help within minutes. On top of that, I was 
blessed with fantastic doctors who were able to minimize the amount of surgeries I needed. I 
was blessed with caring nurses, who took care of me, and helped me recover.  I was blessed. 
There are so many more examples of God’s hand throughout the accident, way too many to 
count. Although the accident was devastating we knew that through it all our God was there, 
and he continues to be there. Through His strength I am able to overcome.  

Our experiences shape us. They test our faith, our family, our health, but still we 
keep moving forward. Our strength is measured in these situations. I found the strength 
to overcome in my family’s support, my doctor’s wisdom, and my faith. November 5, 2017 
will be a day I will never forget as long as I live. I was shaped into a new person. A person 
that I wasn’t aware I could become. A person who will survive; one will endure. A person 
who will overcome, but just because I had to go through such a horrible thing doesn’t mean 
other people have to. In our society we have the right to stand up for what we believe in, and 
I believe this experience has given me an opportunity to do just that. I grew up with guns 
and I always knew how dangerous they were. From a young age my father told me they were 
meant to do one thing: kill, and that is their only purpose. On average, everyday at least 96 
Americans are killed in the United States, meaning there are over 13,000 homicides every 
single year. What’s even worse is that for every person killed, two are injured (and as you’ve 
read I can speak to that statement). These statistics just go to show that gun violence is 
a growing problem in the United States. Since 1966, 292 guns have been used to commit 
mass murder. More than half of these were legally obtained, which leads me the direction 
of stricter gun regulations. With my upbringing I whole-heartily agree that us Americans 
should be able to exercise our 2nd amendment right. However, I believe there should be a 
certain limit on the quantity of firearms we can own and an extremely thorough background 
investigation before we purchase them. 

Evidence shows that more guns (or a higher access to multiple guns) leads to more gun 
related deaths. The Harvard Injury Control Research Center Director said, “Within the United 
States, a wide array of empirical evidence indicates that more guns in a community leads to 
more homicide,” This has been proven in multiple studies, like those conducted by Mother 
Jones and the Boston University School of Public Health.  In Boston’s study, they found that 
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a 1% increase in gun ownership led directly 
to a .9% increase in homicides. Similarly, 
researchers at Clifford Law School found 
that laws limiting the amount of gun sales 
contributed to a reduction of firearm-
related deaths. For almost 20 years, 
Virginia enacted a “one gun per 30 days” 
rule. This led to a significant drop of 
“Virginia guns” used in killings. I believe 
it’s clear that America needs to follow 
in Virginia’s footsteps 
and put the “one 
gun a month” policy 
into federal law. We 
see that limits on 
purchases on guns 
can decrease the 
amount of homicides 
that occur, it’s only 
logical we make these 
limitations official 
legislation. 

Another way to 
reduce the amount of gun 
violence in America is by 
increasing the intensity 
of gun background checks.  
The Brady Law (which was 
enacted in 1993) has stopped 
2.4 million gun-buyers from 
purchasing guns after their 
permits were denied. Although 
it is true that policies like the Brady Law 
are helping to make purchasing a gun harder, it 
is still not as effective as it should be. In Texas, you can 
buy ammunition, a rifle, and a shotgun without a permit. There are many faults in the 
background checking system, including no requirement of an actual psychiatric mental 
analysis, or a thorough emotional analysis. People who are not qualified to obtain firearms 
are usually able to do so through loopholes in the law. The mentally ill, those with criminal 
records, and citizens that are not yet of age can buy firearms through private sellers. 
Statistics show that more than 30% of gun sales are conducted through private sellers. 
This meaning almost anyone can purchase a gun if they wish to do so. This loophole in the 
background check system creates a bigger mess than the laws like the Brady Law repair. To 
fully fix background check laws and reduce the amount of unstable people receiving guns, 
we need to go back and look at these loopholes and completely get rid of them. These sneaky 
ways of getting by the law, led to so many more deaths than necessary. Though it’s true that 
stricter gun laws and a limit on the amount of guns you can purchase may not completely 
abolish gun violence, it will significantly reduce the crime rate. 

At the end of the day we as Americans have our voices to fight for justice. My story 
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is one that left me alive, but not every gunshot victim gets to see another day. We need to 
stand up for what we believe in as a society and make sure there are no more stories that 
have to start with “When I was shot”. We need to do everything in our power that we can to 
make sure our children do not have to write these same essays, begging for their lives. We 
need to do what’s right for our country, and that’s protecting each and every citizen from 
gun violence. We need to make sure there’s not one more loss. 
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In Anthem, we see a civilization that is based solely off the unity of others. This civiliza-
tion forcefully implements a lifestyle of community. From a young age, Equality was taught 
that he was nothing without his brothers. He was forced to believe his only true purpose in 
life was to serve his “brothers”. He was brainwashed into believing he was vile and wretched 
for just thinking differently from the majority. Through the City’s actions, we can see that 
community is not always a positive concept, especially when that sense of community takes 
priority over one’s individual well-being. In this society, people are forbidden to acknowl-
edge the qualities they have that separate them from the rest of humanity. Instead, they 
are shamed for being taller than others are, banned from ever seeing their own faces, and 
burned alive for simply muttering the word “I”. This mandatory brotherhood is important to 
understand as we analyze the laws of the City and their purpose, evaluate Equality’s vision of 
the future, and finally discuss why Equality would not practice these laws in his new society. 

Anyone who has read Anthem can instantly identify the excessive laws that the City 
enforces. Ayn Rand created this society that enforced collectivism to depict a world without 
right of expression. All these laws exist to deprive the citizens of the City from their own 
personal liberty. These rules the City has established are erratic and petty; forbidding be-
ings acts that are practiced in basic human nature. For example, the citizens in this society 
are not permitted to regard beings of the opposite sex, have friends, or even openly discuss 
their beliefs. Equality tells us that normal things like favoring a particular subject in school, 
or liking a person more than others is an offense punishable as a “Transgression of Prefer-
ence”(Rand 22). Early in the novel, we see Equality constantly claiming he has committed 
crimes that cannot be forgiven. His “sins” (like touching items from the Unmentionable 
Times, studying the ways of the Scholars, talking to a woman he named “The Golden One”, 
and sneaking away from the Social Meetings) are offenses that would not even get Equality 
sentenced in legal court. His misdemeanors are minor, but Equality was raised to think all of 
his actions that may benefit him personally are criminal and corrupt. At first Equality des-
perately asks the Council of Vocations for forgiveness for his deeds, but as Equality’s diary 
journals progress, his guilt melts away. Despite all the rules Equality knows he is breaking, 
he states, “there is no shame and no regret. We say to ourselves that we are a wretch and a 
traitor. But we feel no burden upon our spirit and no fear in our heart… In our heart there 
is the first peace we have known in twenty years.” (Rand 37) Equality believes he was born 
with a curse, a curse that caused him to so greatly sin, but that curse was a stimulated mind. 
Although he saw this as a disadvantage, Equality’s thirst for knowledge and wonderful sense 
of curiosity is what caused him to make his discoveries. His discovery of a light bulb and 
his discovery of the fraudulent, tainted government he so greatly revered. What he saw as 
“damning” was actually one of the biggest blesses he had received. 

Equality’s mind proves to be resourceful after his government has mistreated him. 
Equality retreats into the Uncharted Forest where he goes through one of the most fascinat-
ing journeys of self-discovery. As he travels through the forest, Equality catches a glimpse of 
his face in a river. This is a beautiful moment in the book as we see the symbolism of Equality 
finally seeing who he really is for the first time. As the story line progresses, Equality real-
izes there are no laws that can chain him to his brothers. He says, “Everything which comes 
from many is good. Everything which comes from one is evil. Thus we have been taught 
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with our first breath. We have broken the law, but we never doubted it. Yet now, as we walk 
through the forest, we are learning to doubt.” (Rand 85-86) Equality begins to leave behind 
the beliefs from the society he so greatly respected and starts to truly understand what it 
means to be your own person. Equality gracefully speaks on the beauty of being yourself. He 
preaches, “I am a man. The miracle of me is mine to own and keep, and mine to guard, and 
mine to use, and mine to kneel before!” (Rand 95)  He realizes the faults of the City’s ways 
and he plans to create a future society with people from the City who think like him. He says 
he is done with the creed of corruption that is the word “we” and goes on to talk about a new 
life. A life without the use of the word “we”. The word of “serfdom, of plunder, of misery, 
false hood and shame.” (Rand 97) A life where he proudly says that his child will be taught to 
say the word “I” and know what it means to walk on his own two feet. 

The rules and controls the City’s enforced on Equality will have no value or honor in this 
new life he has planned; since Equality has since realized that he wasn’t truly living under 
the City’s rule. Instead, Equality says, “The day will come when I shall break the chains of 
the Earth, and raze the cities of the enslaved, and my home will become a capital of a world 
where each man will be free to exist for his own sake.” (Rand 104) Equality’s hope is to cre-
ate a new world where collectivism no longer dominates, but individualism rings. Equality 
making laws similar to the ones in the City would be like a slave running back to the one that 
enslaved him.  It’s ignorant to think that Equality’s new society of freedom would practice 
the same laws that took Equality’s own liberty from him.  

In Anthem, we see a government that has outlawed all type of individuality through its 
rules and regulations. Although Ayn Rand’s dystopian future is a work of fiction, it’s import-
ant to look at books like Anthem as we live through such troubling times. Equality never 
knew what it meant to be his own person; he never had the ability to advocate for what he 
believed in, but he still managed to find truth. We must never let Anthem become a reality.   
I know what it means to have my voice. I know what it means to be able to control over my 
life choices and I will never let anyone take these rights from me. As Equality said, “That day 
I shall fight, I and my sons and my chosen friends. For the freedom of Man. For his rights. 
For his life. For his honor.” (Rand 104)
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The 16th president of the United States, Abraham Lincoln, once said, “Those who 
would deny freedom to other deserve it not themselves.” In short, the United States cannot 
preach equality, strive for equality, or expect equality, until we include all types of people in 
this dream of equality. Which is why it’s important we ratify this amendment, one that will 
ban all LGBT+ discrimination in healthcare, public facilities, employment, businesses, corpo-
rations, and government services, not only for the strength and fairness of our democracy, 
but to ensure that the promises of life, liberty, and pursuit of happiness among LGBT Ameri-
cans are upheld in the way that they should have been since our country’s creation.

The fight for LGBT rights has been plagued with much struggle throughout its history. 
In the past, gay, lesbian, or trans-people were fired, arrested, tortured, and even killed for 
simply being who they were. 

In 1945, homosexual individuals were left in Nazi concentration camps even after they 
had been liberated by Allied forces. In 1954, English mathematician and cryptologist Alan 
Turing, who was responsible for cracking the Nazi cypher enigma and saving countless lives 
in WWII, committed suicide using cyanide just 6 days before his 42nd birthday after being 
prosecuted for homosexual acts and sentenced to chemical castration. In 1969, New York 
police raided a gay bar in Greenwich Village called Stonewall Inn. A riot ensued, provoked 
by the unfair targeting of law enforcement against such gay bars and establishments. In the 
1980’s, the AIDS virus was labeled as Gay Related Immune Deficiency, tying the LGBT com-
munity to the AIDS epidemic even though it had killed many people regardless of their sexu-
ality in years before. In October 1998, Matthew Shepard, a gay student attending the Uni-
versity of Wyoming was beaten, tortured, and tied to a fence near Laramie. He died 6 days 
later from the severe head injuries had sustained from the attack. Police reported that his 
face was nearly unrecognizable from all the damage that these horrible people had inflicted 
on this innocent young man.

 Today, things have gotten better for the LGBT community. However, LGBT Americans 
can still be denied basic services because of their sexual orientation. They can be refused 
health care, employment, and other services under the current laws that many states still 
have in place. 

But the United States constitution starts with the words, “We The People.” It does not 
say, “We the Heterosexuals” or “We the Cisgenders.” If we as a country are going to police 
other nations into upholding human rights, we cannot hide behind this facade of equality and 
preach to other people while we are no better than they are. Now is the time for us to pay our 
dues to the LGBT community. Now is the time to make amends and finally move forward on a 
path of true equal opportunity, one that will end where we can finally say that America isn’t 
just the land of the straights, but the land of the free. Because the day when we stop denying 
freedom to others, is the day when we can finally say that this country of the people, by the 
people, and for the people, shall not perish from this earth. 

Citation: Morris, B. J. (n.d.). Retrieved March 27, 2018, from http://www.apa.org/pi/
lgbt/resources/history.aspx
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N E V E R  A G A I N
Adriana Montoya – 10th Grade

In light of recent events, namely the school shooting at Stoneman Douglas High School, 
hundreds of students across the United States are participating in marches, protests, town 
halls, and walkouts in order to protest the unfortunate regularity of gun violence. Seeing as 
our high school recently received a threat for a school shooting, which caused about half of 
our students to stay home on February 19, in addition to the fact that our campus is known 
for our law and government programs, I believe that we should join the millions of American 
students and teachers in raising awareness about this issue and start a conversation about 
gun violence and gun laws in our own community. 

 The slogan for the Socorro Independent School District states that “Tomorrow’s Lead-
ers are Learning Today.” This mission statement is what sets SISD apart from other dis-
tricts, and I am grateful to have learned about my responsibilities as a US citizen under the 
programs that our district has in place. Now, we as a society are at a point in time where 
students fear for their lives in a place that should be dedicated to education and safety, and 
we must acknowledge the fact that the time has come for us to take action, be a part of the 
solution, and ensure that tomorrow’s leaders can be educated in a safe and secure environ-
ment free from the threat of being killed as they work on AP History assignments. The stu-
dents who were shot in the back running from the shooter in Florida could have been any of 
our students. The teachers who jumped in front of a gun to save their pupils could have been 
any of our teachers. The parents who had to sit through the funerals of their own sons and 
daughters could have been any of our parents. There is no way for us to guarantee that these 
horrible things do not happen at our school, or any school in El Paso, unless we as a commu-
nity advocate for gun laws that benefit real people and not gun corporations. We cannot let 
this conversation fade away like it always does after the initial shock of a catastrophe. This 
issue affects everyone, and it is our moral obligation to make change if the people we elected 
into office on both a state and local level refuse to do so. 

Which is why I am proposing a school sanctioned rally on April 20, the anniversary of 
the shooting at Columbine High School, to promote the safety and awareness of the children 
who are the future of our country. The intention would be to honor victims of gun violence, 
while at the same time demanding change for a system that has failed everyone who has 
been affected by gun violence. We could contact local news channels to further promote 
this message, and invite guest speakers to convey the importance of this movement. But 
the most important part of the event would be encouraging students to get involved in their 
community, perhaps by having something similar to a town hall or allowing students to make 
speeches about this topic. It is vital that students at our high school become a voice for the 
voiceless, and I would greatly appreciate your support on this event so that we can ensure 
that the lessons about making change that we learn in our academy and on our campus are 
spread to other members of our community and that school shootings such as the one in Flor-
ida will never happen again. 
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Ken Kesey, a champion of forward-thinking, had written One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s 
Nest as a commentary on the fable of sanity and the importance of the fight against the 
norm. He does this through the unique scope of a mental ward, terrorized by the wrath 
of Nurse Ratched and emancipated by the heroics of McMurphy. His role as the savior is 
deliberately depicted through his development as a Christ figure. Ken Kesey illustrates the 
gradual rise of McMurphy’s spiritual influence amongst meek men, the martyrdom that 
immortalized McMurphy’s heroic pursuance for salvation, and the purpose of this biblical 
allegory to emphasize the message that society needs symbolic men like these to challenge 
injustices.

The movement of faith that followed Jesus and McMurphy was not an easy feat, nor 
a speedy one. Rather, it took a steady stream of obstacles, non-believers, and sacrifice to 
fashion the influential presence he led by. Having to overcome a dominant and overbearing 
power proved to be the first sign of this eventual transformation. In McMurphy’s case, he 
had been a direct challenge to Nurse Ratched’s reign of normality from the day he waltzed in. 
The King Herod of the ward, she found her throne to be threatened by anyone who was not 
a slave to her submission. In fact, Chief recalled how “..he’s no ordinary Admission. I don’t 
hear him slide scared along the wall” (pg.11). Gifted with this supernatural sense of security, 
the freedom and peace of mind that characterizes Jesus Christ, the reader understands 
he is far from the norm. As the novel progressed, his rebellion grew and he assumed the 
position as the one who brings laughter and light into the mental ward. While Jesus Christ 
combated the weight of sin, McMurphy stood against conformity and oppression. Met with 
passiveness, several of the men surrounding him could not comprehend his attempts to “...
keep trying to drag us out of the fog, out in the open where we’d be easy to get at” (pg.128). 
Still, he pursued a mission to awaken the others and help guide them away from the shackles 
of society’s conservative mold. He used his unique boisterous laugh and his raunchy humor 
to lure out the forbidden and humane parts of the patients. His development as a Christ 
figure, however, manifested itself during a period of self-doubt and discovery. McMurphy’s 
forty days and forty nights of contemplation took hold of him when the lifeguard had pointed 
out the stark difference between being sentenced and being committed. Quickly realizing 
that the Big Nurse holds in her hands the power to discharge him with the controls of the 
Combine, he temporarily retreats from his brash methods. Aware of the sacrifice, he sulks 
in silence where “It’s safe. Like hiding. It’s the smart thing to do, nobody could say any 
different” (pg.174). Jesus, too, had struggled with the idea that he must be the radical 
that served and lead despite great personal danger. Tempted by the devilishly easy option 
of succumbing to Nurse Ratched, McMurphy was forced to question what he stood for. His 
decision soon became quite clear when he “..stopped in front of her window and he said in 
his slowest, deepest drawl how he figured he could use one of the smokes he bought this 
mornin’, then ran his hand through the glass” (pg.201). His fist shattered the glass and 
brought to life his acceptance; The acceptance of his fate and the assurance that he will do it 
by whatever means necessary. 

Following McMurphy’s dramatic exit from his pensive meditation, he openly acted as 
savior. With a powerful authority, the patients followed suit and mimicked him in breaking 
the windows, expressing their sexuality, and finally utilizing the democratic intent of their 

McMurphy’s Development 
as a Christ Figure

Angelina Ramirez – 12th Grade
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votes. The most prominent instance can be found in the fishing trip where McMurphy was 
to make them “fisher of men” (pg. 234) as he “..led the twelve of us toward the ocean” (pg. 
239). These references were far from incidents and served as strong allusions to the biblical 
parable where Jesus Christ had shepherded his disciples to the sea to transform them into 

the messengers of the Lord’s spirit. It was truly a test 
of their faith as McMurphy simply stood and observed 
them struggle. However, like a tree without water, their 
roots grew deeper and they became stronger, particularly 
when “Harding finally saw McMurphy wasn’t going to 
do anything, so he got the gaff and jerked my fish into 
the boat with a clean, graceful motion like he’s been 
boating fish all his life” (pg.248). His disciples returned 
as renewed men, enlightened by the emancipation from 
their labels and restrictions. This internal metamorphosis 
blossomed and the men soon rejoiced while McMurphy 
came to terms with what the future was to hold. He 
continued to advocate for the patients through gruesome 
shock treatments, a punishment correlating to the cold 
severity of Pontius Pilate when the phrase “I wash my 
hands of the whole deal” (pg. 276) was incorporated 
to reassign blame elsewhere. He does not deny the 
suffering and remarked “Do I get a crown of thorns?” 
(pg.283) to point out the unjust mockery they attempt 
to make of him. They need only mark him with “Inri” 
for him to truly embody the sacred figure he evolved 
into. McMurphy had also been able to produce miracles 
similar to the abilities of Christ as there were “No more 
rabbits” (pg.307) left. He granted a voice to the mute 
Chief Bromden and removed sin from Billy Bibbit when he 
smoothly and recklessly drawled “This is Candy” (pg.313). 
Alleviating the people around him of their ailments 
truly spoke to the effect of his spiritual presence. Thus, 
the Last Supper celebration unfolded as a final goodbye 
to the carefree days and a reflection of their journey. 
Admittedly, this was a party involving whores, substance 
abuse, and alcohol but it continued to signify the parting 
that McMurphy suspected. Given several opportunities to 
flee, he denied them because he knew that he must stand 
for the cause of righteousness. Instead, he accepted the 
consequences and the finger of blame from Billy Bibbit, 
who in a moment of Judas like betrayal, surrendered to 
his fear and exclaimed “They m-m-made me!” (pg. 316) 
to justify why he had sex with Candy. Similar to Judas, 
the guilt festering inside him pushed him over the edge 
and he killed himself to escape it. Still, the most obvious 
development was McMurphy’s lobotomy, the Nurse’s 
effort to murder the spiritual revolution he raised. He 
was crucified, his body on display “..so the Big Nurse 
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could use it as an example of what can happen if you buck the system” (pg.322). She may 
have neutralized his brain but she fueled the fire of McMurphy’s rebellion. The lives he 
impacted and his faithful disciples resurrected him by spreading the word. Inspiring others 
to challenge the system for the sake of others, his lessons leaked outwards, farther than he 
could have gone before he was a martyr for his people.

Ken Kesey’s message never faded, constantly emphasizing that the world needs the few 
who are willing to sacrifice everything to combat the oppression and mistreatment of others. 
A lesson that resonates strongly today, McMurphy fought the good fight. Kesey intended to 
awaken his audience and inspire them to live by the actions that revolutionized the mental 
ward but on a larger scale. He used a bold and rebellious character to demonstrate how the 
resistance against injustices is not always acceptable. Often times, it is considered radical 
and complicated but one can only empower people if they lead through example. In order 
to be a part of the liberation, some will have to sacrifice their security, sanity, and even 
their life. Like all the revolutions before, they will be remembered for their struggle and 
contribution. McMurphy reestablished a sense of humanity and manhood because he knew 
that if one man is not free, then none of them are. Ken Kesey wrote McMurphy’s progress 
as a Christ figure to demonstrate how he sacrificed his sanity and free will to be the symbol 
they clung onto. The patients could see themselves in McMurphy, a mortal representation of 
the fighting spirit, and he let himself be driven by their need. He selflessly abided by their 
desperations, shedding new light on the idea that freedom is never free. Christ is the utmost 
example of a man devoting every fiber of himself to save others by spreading an ideology of 
change. Thus, McMurphy followed him in his footsteps, where he lived to die and died so 
they may live.

McMurphy, an unconventional man, had blossomed into a symbol for the people of the 
mental ward. Representing tenacity, resilience, and selflessness, he had been the stronghold 
that they needed to rally behind. Kesey wisely wrote this development to resemble the 
spiritual endeavors of Christ to explain the importance that McMurphy had in the movement 
of liberation Beginning with his gradual rise in influence and concluding with his fall as a 
martyr, Kesey’s message resonated with generations to come. The novel speaks loudly as to 
the call of action that we must listen to because when we refuse to prioritize self-interest, 
we refuse to let them win.   
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